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WITH  THE  MERRY  AUSTRIANS 
CHAPTER  I 

There  was  the  hurried  patter  of  little  bare 
feet  ■„  sw.ft  fl,ght  over  the  uncarpeted  boards 

in7a  r"     !  "^P^'^^-l'-'g  to  the  verandah' 

legs  of  a  tell  man  who  was  advancing  in  the 
opposite  direction.  ^ 

to  "i"^!!'*'' "  '""™"«<J  'he  tall  man.  brought 
a  round  object  wh.ch  reached  no  higher  than 

"Hulloa!"  he  said.  "What  are  you'  A 
pink  balloon,  eh.'"  ^ 

The  runaway  stopped  short  and  stood  with 
h.s  hands  behind  his  back:  a  little  boy  in  a 
volummous  suit  of  pink  pyjamas.     They  were 

^^"atpfrncr  "'^  «^"-  ^  p-"-'^ 

"A  pink  balloon,"  repeated  the  tall   man. 


2       WITH  THE   MERRY  AUSTRIANS 

"  I  believe  if  I  stuck  a  pin  into  you  you'd  go 

pop." 

A  peal  of  shrill  laughter  greeted  this 
pleasantry.  To  the  intelligence  of  three  it 
sounded  very  funny. 

"No,  I  wouldn't  go  pop,  'cos  I  couldn't.  I'm 
not  a  balloon.     I'm  a  little  boy.     I'm  Benjie." 

Mr  Egerton  bent  down  and  scanned  critically 
the  small  face  upturned  to  his. 

"Oh,  you're  a  little  Benjamin,  are  you? 
Where  are  all  your  brothers  and  sisters?" 

The  small  person  in  the  pink  pyjamas 
wriggled  his  bare  toes  backwards  and  for- 
wards over  the  wooden  flooring. 

"  I  haven't  got  none,"  he  said  slowly.  "I've 
only  got  a  muvver  and — I've  runned  away. 
Here  she  comes!"  he  exclaimed  hurriedly. 
"You  hide  me,  quick." 

Mr  Egerton  was  not  given  time  to  remon- 
strate against  the  use  to  which  his  person  was 
put.  The  balloon -like  object  suddenly  dis- 
appeared. The  next  moment  he  felt  a  pair  of 
firm  litde  hands  clasping  the  calves  of  his  legs 
from  behind,  with  cat-like  tenacity. 

From  the  distant  corridor  came  a  voice,  clear 
and  sweet. 

"  Benjie !  Benjie !  come  back.  How  dare 
you  run  away  1 " 
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Mr  Egerton  looked  up. 
She  was  a  very  youthful  mother :  a  mere 
g-rl.     She   was  tall  and  slight.      There  was 

His  position  was  an  awkward  one  He 
could  not  free  himself.  He  had  to  s"and  sril! 
and  wait  for  developments 

The  girl's  step  slackened  as  she  drew  near 
The    evenmg    light,    flickering    through    the 
creepers   which    hung  from   the  ard,   i 
cast  flecks  of  colour  on  her  white  dresf  and 

rndtfttd  th^^"'^"   --  ^^-^-"n 
and  soft  and  thick.     He  was  conscious  of  a 

j^.rof  eyes  fixed  on  him  enquiringly.  Under 
the  dark  lashes  he  could  not  see  whether  "hVy 
were  blue  or  grey  or  hazel.  Nor  could  he  teH 
whether  she  was  laughing  at  him,  or  whether 
she  was  serious.  He  took  off  iis  h«  a„H 
murmured  something  apologetic.  '  ""^ 

I  tie  girl  bowed. 

"Benjie,"  she  said  severely,  "come  here  " 

P.nl  ;y~  "^'  '  ''™  "--  of'he 
She  took  a  step  forward. 

gmsp,    and,   kicking  up   his   heels,    fled 
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down  the  verandah  towards  the  open  garden 
beyond. 

Mr  Egerton  stood  aside  and  watched  the  two 
figures — the  one  flying,  the  other  pursuing — 
until  they  disappeared.  Ought  he  to  follow 
and  assist  in  the  capture,  he  wondered,  or 
might  the  lady  resent  his  interference?  He 
was  not  given  to  impulsive  action,  and  he 
hesitated.  At  that  moment  a  thin  elderly 
man,  wearing  eyeglasses,  appeared  at  the  door 
leading  into  the  corridor,  and  called  to  him 
in  a  harassed  voice  of  appeal. 

"Myles!  I  wish  you  would  come  here  and 
look  after  the  luggage.  They  are  taking  it 
into  the  wrong  rooms,  and  I  can't  make  this 
crop -headed  idiot  of  a  foreigner  understand 
a  word  I  say." 

"  All  right,  I'm  coming." 

"  And  I've  written  our  names  in  the  Visitors' 
Book,"  called  out  the  same  voice. 

"The  dickens  you  have!"  murmured  Mr 
Egerton.  *'  Exactly  what  I  did  not  want  you 
to  do." 

The  pursuit  of  the  runaway  was  short  but 
animated.  He  was  caught  in  a  summer  house 
at  the  foot  of  the  garden,  and  was  scolded  and 
conducted  upstairs  to  his  nursery,  protesting 
and  unrepentant. 
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"I  wonder  what  that  gentleman  thought  of 
you  ?     said  his  mother,  as  she  tucked  the  bed- 

u    u'.  'T^^   ^'"''      "  "^   "^"^^   have    been 
shocked.  ^  Now.  say  you're  sorry  before  going 

••He  spoked  English.     I  knewed  what  he 
said     remarked  Benjie.  evading  a  direct  reply. 
Say  you  re  sorry,"  repeated  his  mother. 
Benjie  s  gaze  travelled  upwards,  and  he  began 
to  count  the  flies  crawUng  over  the  low  ceiling 
An  admonitory  shake  interrupted  his  calcula- 
tions     His  eyes  roamed  round  the  room  in 
search  of  something. 

"I  want  Curly  Kate."  he  said.     "  I  can't  go 
to  sleep  wivout  Curly  Kate." 

On  a  table,  where  it  was  lying  face  down- 
wards,  was  a  black  doll.  A  halo  of  hair  stood 
out  from  Its  battered  head;  it  had  never 
been  beautiful,  but  a  smile  of  content  crept 
over  Benjie  s  features  as  it  was  laid  to  sleep 
on  the  pillow  beside  him 

drowns     """"'     ""''''     ""'"^'"     '^     '''' 

"  You  haven't  said  you're  sorry  yet  for  ru,  n? 
away."  & 

With  a  sudden  gesture  Benjie  threw  out  his 
arms  and  clasped  them  round  his  mother's  neck. 
He  drew  her  head  down  close  to  his 
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"You're  so  pretty,  muvver,"  he  whispered 
coaxingly.  "  Such  a  pretty,  pretty  muvver." 
He  pressed  two  fingers  against  the  curve  of 
her  cheek,  and  the  colour  flushed  up  warm  and 
soft.  "  And  you're  so  nice  to  kiss,  muvver," 
continued  the  wheedling  voice.  "  Your  cheeks 
smells  so  nice.  They  smells  dust  like  pink 
soap." 

A  shower  of  kisses  and  scoldings  descended 
on  his  head. 

"  I  sink  I'm  sorry  now,"  he  murmured.  The 
languor  of  sleep  weighed  heavy  on  his  eyelids. 
"  I  sink  I'm  sorry,"  he  repeated  drowsily,  and 
turning  on  his  side,  he  laid  his  cheek  against 
Curly  Kate's  dusky  locks. 

She  watched  him  sleeping,  her  glance 
wandering  occasionally  round  the  bare  little 
nursery.  It  was  the  bedroom  of  a  primitive 
summer  hotel  in  the  Austrian  Tyrol.  The 
wooden  floor  was  innocent  of  carpet,  the 
furniture  scanty  and  of  the  plainest  descrip- 
tion. The  only  adornments  on  the  blue- 
washed  walls  were  a  hanging  mirror,  and  a 
crude  -  coloured  print  of  the  Holy  Family. 
Yet  there  was  redemption  in  its  immaculate 
cleanliness  :  in  the  quaintly  -  shaped  windows, 
iron  barred  and  muslin  curtained,  through 
which    could    be    seen    distant    glimpses    of 
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mountain  and  pine  forest  bathed  in  the  golden 
light  of  evening. 

An  open  door  shc>wed  the  adjoining  room 
to  be  as  plain  and  simple,  but  it  led  on  to  a 
small  wooden  balcony.  A  table  was  drawn 
up  to  the  window,  and  on  it  were  a  few  photo- 
graphs, a  glass  of  wild  flowers,  and  a  piece  of 
work  thrown  hastily  down,  small  refining  signs 
of  a  woman's  presence. 

Rose  Trevor  turned  her  head  as  a  step 
sounded  in  the  corridor.  The  door  opened, 
and  a  young  girl  dressed  in  peasant  costume 
entered  with  an  elaborate  attempt  at  noise- 
lessness. 

Leopoldina's  thick  flaxen  hair  was  braided  in 
two  plaits,  which  met  over  her  brow,  and  were 
tucked  away  behind   her  ears.      Her  sturdy 
figure  gave  the  impression   that  she  wore  a 
great  many  petticoats,   and  her  breadth  was 
accentuated  by  the  well-starched  whiteness  of 
her  cotton  sleeves,  tied  above  her  e'  ow  with 
cherry-coloured  ribbons.      She  was  breathing 
heavily :  the  result  of  running  upstairs  after  a 
generous  supper.     She  glanced  at  her  sleep- 
ing  charge,   and  then  at   her   mistress,   who 
spoke  to  her  in  a  low  tone  in  German,  and 
gave  her  some  instructions. 

Mrs  Trevor  passed  from  the  nursery  into  the 
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room  beyond,  and  stepping  out  or  to  the 
balcony  leant  her  arms  on  the  wooden  rail 
and  looked  down  into  the  garden  below. 

"I'm  glad  I   came  here.     It's  a  dear  old 
place,"  she  murmured. 

An  atmosphere  of  by-gone  pride,  of  old-world 
romance,  made  it  almost  a  sin  to  call  Schloss 
Waldhof  an  hotel.     Many  such  old  Schlosses 
abound   in   the   Austrian    Tyrol.      Many  are 
allowed   to  crumble    into    ruii  s,   but  Schloss 
Waldhof  had  fired  the  imagination  of  an  enter- 
prising hotel  proprietor.      He  had  bought  it 
and  turned   it  to   its  present  use.      He  had 
based  his  hopes  of  success  not  on  the  rustic 
beauty  of  its  surroundings  but  on  the  proximity 
of  a  mineral  spring.     A  Wasser   Kur  would 
draw  visitors  to  the  place.     The  Schloss  he 
had  wisely  left  alone,  but  he  had  built  a  row  of 
very  ugly  bath-houses,  disfigured  the  fine  old 
entrance  by  placing  over  it  a  gaudy  boarding 
on  which  was  inscribed  "  Hotel  Pension  Schloss 
Waldhof."    and    erected    a    blatantly  modern 
restaurant  in  a  separate  part  of  the  garden. 
On   the   restaurant  he    built  his   best  hopes. 
The  ruisine  was  excellent,  the  wine  and  beer 
more  than  ordinarily  good.     It  was  open  to  the 
public  as  well  as  to  the  inmates  of  the  Schloss. 
and  was  much  frequented  by  the  officers  of  the 
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different  regiments  at  present  campine  in  the 
neighbourhood  for  the  ti.m™.,  * 

p„     L       L  ,  summer  manujuvres. 

Fro...  her  balcony  Rose  looked  across  at 
the  pme  woods  and  drew  in  .  deeo  breath  of 
the  cool  air  which  was  stealing  ove'r  tKley 
with  the  lengthening  shadows.  ^ 

"  I  will  have  supper  now,  and  go  for  a  walk 
arterwards,"  she  decided,  and   mfde  her  waj 

enTncr         "'"'"  °"'  "'™"8''  ">«  f™"^ 

Crossing  a  courtyard  paved  with  white  cobble 

stones,  she  mounted  a  flight  of  steps  leading 

o  the  restaurant  and  entered  the  Speise  sj. 
It  was  a  big  cool  room,  with  many  windows 
overlooking  the  garden.  A  long  uble  rL 
down  one  side  of  it,  and  numerous  small  tables 
were  dotted    about    for    the    use   of  outsid^ 

Visitors.  vuiaiuc 

Being  a  resident  at  the  Schloss.  she  took 
her  place  at  the  long  table.  Opposite  to  her 
sat  an  enormously  fat  woman  who  looked  up 
from  her  plate  and  bowed.  ^ 

"Gootevenink,"  she  said 

eve^LT'"'  i^^'u'!;-  ^^'  ^^^  ^^^-^y  black 
X  1.  T.  ??^^  "°^^-  There  was  no 
mistaking  Frau  Wolff's  national'ty 

•*  Good  evening,"  answered  Rose  politely 

Her  acquaintance  with  Frau  Wolff  had  so 
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far  not  gone  beyond  the  stage  of  bowing  at 
meals,  but  Frau  Wolff  never  missed  an  oppor- 
tunity of  talking  if  it  came  in  her  way. 

"  I  haf  inclination  to  speak  Ingleesh,"  she 
said,  "but  I  haf  njt  much  occasion." 

Frau  Wolff  had  finished  her  supper.  A 
slender  -  necked  bottle  of  white  wine  stood 
beside  her  plate.  It  was  a  little  more  than 
half  emp^y.  She  had  alread}'  drunk  more 
than  her  allowed  portion,  and  she  sighed 
heavily. 

"  Ze  Kur,"  she  said,  in  a  depressed  voice, 
*'  I  do  ze  Kur.  I  must  not  drink  more  of  ze 
vine. 

Rose  regarded  her  compassionately.  Would 
any  amount  of  curing  ever  reduce  that  mountain 
of  flesh  to  reasonable  limits."*  Self-denial 
seemed  a  work  of  supererogation.  She  was 
a  heaving,  billowy  mass  of  fat.  Her  head 
looked  absurdly  small  for  her  body.  The  hair 
was  drawn  up  to  the  crown  in  a  tight  knot 
which  nodded  over  her  forehead  when  she 
became  excited. 

"  Would  the  wine  really  hurt  you  ?  " 

"  It  is  vengeance  to  ze  stomach."  Frau 
Wolff  folded  her  hands  over  that  portion  of 
her  person  which  lay  below  the  waistband. 
"  If  I  drink  ze  vine,  zen  I  haf  such  remorses." 
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Rose^""^''^  ^^^""y  °"«  here  drinks  beer,"  said 

The  top  knot  above  Frau  VVoIfTs  brow 
quivered. 

"Beer!  1  am  a  ruffian  for  ze  beer."  She 
drew  m  her  lips  tightly,  and  her  bosom  rose 
and  fell.     "  But  ze  Kur.     I  do  ze  Kur  " 

Mane,  the  pretty  Tyrolean  who  was  waiting 
on  them,  brought  in  Rose's  supper 

J^A  fi^^'u  Tl^'"^  attentively.  Although 
she  had  fnr^ed  she  did  not  seem  inclined  1o 

fu  ^?/V  c  I  ""^^  ^  ^^""^  opportunity,  she 
thought,  for  finding  out  a  few  particulars  about 
the  English  lady. 

"  Of  vat  age  is  your  leetle  son  ?  "  she  asked. 

^^  He  IS  three."  answered  Rose. 

*•  Ah  so !     Are  you  veedow  ?  " 

Rose  glanced  up.  She  hesitated.  The 
question  was  so  very  personal.  Then  she 
answered  quietly:    "Yes." 

••For  how  long  time  haf  you  been  veedow  > " 

Rose  turned  to  give  an  order  to  Marie  and 
pretended  not  to  hear. 

"  For  von  year-or  two  year,  or  more  zen 

two  year.?      continued    the    relentless   voice. 

Vy  haf  you  not  married  again  ?     Vould  you 

VIS  an  Austrian  marry  ?  " 

Rose  looked  round  despairingly.    How  could 
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she  get  rid  of  this  terrible  woman  ?    She  was 
wondering  whether  she  would  be  obliged  to 
take  refuge  in  flight  when  something  occurred 
to  divert  Frau  Wolffs  attention. 


mw^ 
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CHAPTER  II 


.     he  baal.     AH  the  men  were  in  uniform,  and 
a^e    majonty    of    them   were   young    officers 

.  belongmg  ,o  the  Kaiser  Jager  Regimen? 
They  wore  pale  blue  tunics  and  pearieret 
trousers  and  little  black  jam-pot  hatT  Therl 
were  also  a  couple  of  artilSymen  in  da," 
blue,  and  a  young  officer  who  evidently 
belonged  to  the  staff.  His  General,  a  stout 
e  derly  man  with  a  row  of  medals  across  "he 

elder  of  tT'  ,T  "^  "^  ^'"'^'^  «°  ">e 
elder  of  the  two  lad>-s,   who  was  evidently 

the  mother  of  the  younger  ^ 

J""'  Y°!!^  '"""8  heavily  round  on  her 
chair   and  then  swung  back  again. 

Ze  Frau   Baronin   Seybell  and  ze  youns 
Baronm.     Zey  haf  vis  .em  ze  Herr  GeneS 
and  much  <,^„>...     Zey  haf  been  play  „g" 
vat  you  calls  tenees."  ^    * 

Frau  Wolff  worshipped  rank  and  birth  but 
deep  down  in  her  hear,  she  envied  jeafously 
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these  aristocrats.  They  treated  her  with  con- 
temptuous indifference.  The  young  Baronin 
Seybell  was  the  haughtiest  and  most  con- 
temptuous of  them  all,  but  that  did  not  prevent 
Frau  Wolff  from  taking  a  lively  interest  in  all 
that  the  young  Baronin  did  and  said. 

There  was  a  clattering  of  swords  as  the  men 
moved  about  hanging  up  their  hats  and  over- 
coats on  a  row  of  pegs  by  the  door.  Before 
sitting  down  they  clicked  their  heels  together 
and  saluted  the  occupants  of  the  tables  on 
either  side. 

"  Ze  young  Baronin  is  elegant,  nicht  wahr}" 
said  Frau  Wolff.  "She  is  modern.  She  is 
vat  you  Ingleesh  calls  smart.  She  pass  you 
on  ze  stair  vis  a  high  head  and  no  smile,  no 
salutation.  Zat  is  modern  —  smart,  you  call 
it?" 

Her  words  threw  light  on  a  subject  which 
had  puzzled  Rose.  The  Seybells  were  neigh- 
bours of  hers  in  the  Schloss,  but  the  young 
Baronin  had  shown  none  of  the  courtesy  which 
foreigners  usually  extend  to  those  with  whom 
they  are  thrown  in  contact. 

"  Are  those  supposed  to  be  smart  manners } " 
she  said.     "  How  funny  !  " 

"It  is  of  a  time  for  ze  young  Baronin  to 
marry,"   continued    Frau   Wolff.      "  Ze   years 
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pass  and  she  haf  not  already  a  husband. 
I  find  she  looks  for  him  vis  a  hungry 
eye. 

Rose  glanced  across  at  the  other  table. 

The  young  Baronin  was  strikingly  hand- 
some. She  had  brilliant  dark  eyes,  a  pale 
face,  and  very  red  lips.  She  talked  a  great 
deal  with  sparkling  vivacity.  Evidently  what 
she  said  was  amusing,  to  judge  by  the  bursts 
of  laughter  which  followed  her  sallies. 

Frau  Wolff  made  a  grimace  and  spread  out 
her  hands. 

"Zese  officiereX  Zey  make  nodding.  Zey 
haf  no  moneys."  Her  voice  sank  to  a  lower 
key.  "  Zis  evenink  a  gentleman  of  your  country 
has  arrived.  He  is  frient  to  ze  young  Baronin. 
I  see  zem  meets.  She  vas  full  of  happiness. 
She  put  all  her  heart  into  her  eyes  and  she 
look  at  him  so !  " 

Frau  Wolffs  imitation  of  Vilma  Seybell's 
expression  was  more  suggestive  than  flatter- 
ing. With  the  help  of  a  pair  of  opera  glasses, 
which  she  always  kept  ready  on  her  balcony 
table,  she  was  accustomed  to  watch  everything 
that  went  on  in  the  hotel. 

"Yes,  I  saw  zeir  meetings,"  she  repeated, 
wagging  her  head.  "It  is  not  of  ze  first  time. 
Ze  Ingleesh  Herr  has  vis  him  a  frient  who 
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takes  ze  Kur.  I  hear  him  enquire  for  ze 
bass." 

The  room  was  filling  rapidly,  and  as  Rose 
had  finished  her  supper,  she  thought  it  better 
to  go  before  Frau  Wolff  could  again  revert  to 
personalities.  She  laid  her  table  napkin  beside 
her  plate  and  rose. 

Frau  Wolff  was  not  an  easy  person  to 
shake  off. 

"  You  go  ? "  she  said,  raising  herself  o  v  of 
her  chair  with  difficulty.     "  I  too." 

But  on  the  doorstep  Rose  lade  a  deter- 
mined stand. 

"  I  am  going  for  a  walk,"  she  said  politely. 
"  Good  evening  "  ;  and  before  Frau  Wolff  could 
collect  sufficient  English  to  explain  that  she 
wished  to  come  with  her,  she  had  crossed  the 
courtyard,  and  passing  through  the  gateway 
had  taken  the  path  which  led  in  the  direction 
of  the  Kastanienwald. 

The  sun  had  dipped  behind  the  range  of 
hills  which  rose  at  the  back  of  the  Schloss, 
and  the  shadows  were  creeping  over  vineyard 
and  orchard.  A  faint  breeze,  laden  with  sweet 
scents,  rose  from  the  valley  wheic  all  day  long 
the  peasants  had  toiled  in  the  burning  sun, 
tossing  and  turning  the  new-mown  hay. 

Once  out  of    reacii  of    Frau   Wolff  Rose 
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walked   leisurely,  and   the  air  blew  softly  on 

of    harn  t    /"."   '"^"^  '^'  ""'«   waves 
of    ha.r    behmd    her    ears.      Presently    she 

wandered  from  the  beaten  track  and  pene- 
trated deeper  into  the  forest.     Here  the  trees 

Tirf'  r"-  "'"'^  ^""^^'^  ""'bs  clothed 
■n  the  fresh  green  of  early  summer,  the 
n,ossy  turf  about  their  spreading  roots  thicWy 

A  wayside  shrine  marked  the  spot  where 

without  steppmg  for  a  few  minutes  across  its 
threshold.  Crude  pictures  in  blue  and  goW 
covered  the  whitewashed  walls.  Garlandf  of 
paper  roses  and  faded  tinsel  were  laid  before 
he  lace-draped  altar.  Little  tokens  of  Vh^ 
emottona  peasant  fervour  which  finds  its  out! 
let  m  vottve  offering  were  strewn  everywhere 

The  hght  was   beginning  to  fade  and  the 

orest    was    Ic  ,ely    at    that    hour.     She   was 

hesuatmg  as  to  whether    she  would  go  on 

tt        Z  'T"'  ""'  ^'^P='  -hen  sheTeard 
he  sound  of  voices,  and  she  drew  back  in  o 
the  doorway  of  the  shrine.     She  would  allow 
whoever  ,,  was  to  pass  on,  she  thought 

From  where  she  stood  she  caught  a  glimpse 
of  two  men   coming  up  the  path.     One  was 
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the  Englishman  whom  she  had  seen  that 
afternoon  on  the  verandah.  His  companion 
would  be  the  friend  who  had  come  to  Waldhof 
to  take  the  Wasser  Kur,  she  concluded. 

They  passed  on  the  other  side  of  the  shrine, 
but  only  went  on  for  a  short  distance  and  turned 
back.  As  they  came  within  earshot  again,  one 
of  them  stopped  and  struck  a  match.  She 
heard  him  trying  to  light  his  pipe.  There 
were  muttered  exclamations  regarding  the 
villainous  badness  of  foreign  matches,  and 
then  a  whiff  of  tobacco  smoke  was  wafted 
round  to  where  she  stood,  and  an  interrupted 
conversation  was  continued. 

"And  Charles,  don't  put  your  foot  in  it  and 
give  me  away.  Hotels  are  such  gossipy  places, 
and  I'm  not  going  to  have  any  fuss." 

She  was  quite  sure  it  was  Benjie's  new  friend, 
the  tall  Englishman,  who  spoke,  because  the 
answer  came  in  a  prim  staccato  voice  which 
could  not  be  his.     Raiher  a  huffy  answer. 

"  My  dear  Myles,  I  have  no  wish  to  interfere 
with  your  plans.  Whilst  I  am  here  I  shall 
adhere  rigidly  to  the  cure.  It  is  my  intention 
to  avoid  society  entirely,  so  you  may " 

The  remainder  of  the  sentence  was  lost  as 
the  two  men  passed  on. 

Rose  waited  until   they  were  out  of  sight 
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pnmg  upon  her  unawares.     She  couW  not  tb 

Sl,,!^"'',^^.-,''""  "°'  understand  her  at  all 
She  would  hke  the  fuss  and  gossip."  "■ 

Sounds  of  music  greeted  her  as  she  turned 
'"  ^'  "■*  f  <!«"  entrance  to  the  Schloss  Ld 
she  saw  that  lights  were  streaming  from  it 
wmdows  of  the  Lese  Saal  Th.  i  T 
had  fallen  quickly,  andt  contst  to  T 
outer  gloom,  the  brightly  lit  wX    pltJe^' 

panLledTnlirht"'"'  Tf '^  '■"'"'''•^<'  ™om, 
paiiciiea  m  Jight  varnished  wood      Tho  »  ui 

and  chairs  had  been  pushed  ::de,  and M  ^f 

Sano'°""H^e  """i;  ^'^^"  "-  -««<^  at  the 
p.ano.     He  was  playing  a /a.r  ^,  .,^^,       '"^ 

fingers  rattled  up  and  down  the  keXa;d  ^Jd 
he  .mprovsed  startling  variations  'a^h^l'Cnt 

Vilma  Seybell  and  her  mother  were  there 

"ith  their  party.     The  old  Baronin  hLl     ' 

swept  into  a  corner  ,r,A  v7  ^  ''=*" 

She  was  leading Tk  ''""^  "^^  ''ancing. 

was  leadmg  the  procession  with  an  officfr 
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in  a  dark  blue  uniform,  and  the  rest  of  the 
party,  dancing  in  couples,  followed  behind 
her. 

In  order  to  reach  her  rooms  Rose  had  to  pass 
close  to  the  open  window.  She  saw  the  door 
of  the  Lese  Saal  open  and  the  tall  Englishman 
enter.  Without  a  moment's  hesitation  Vilma 
dropped  her  partner's  arm  and  hurried  across 
the  room  to  greet  him. 

Rose  continued  her  way  into  the  house  and 
passed  up  the  dimly  lighted  stairs. 

The  night  was  very  warm  and  the  door  on 
to  the  balcony  stood  open.  She  pulled  out  a 
chair  and  sat  down.  Leaning  her  head  back 
against  the  cushion  she  fixed  her  eyes  on  the 
myriads  of  little  twinkling  lights  which  looked 
down  at  her  from  the  great  blue  vault  above, 
and  a  wistful  expression  crept  over  her  face. 

Hitherto  she  had  watched  Vilma  Seybell's 
small  triumphs  with  indifference.  Every 
evening  the  same  thing  went  on :  there  was 
music  and  dancing,  or  impromptu  entertain- 
ments were  got  up  by  the  soldiers,  keen  after 
a  hard  day's  work  for  something  on  which  to 
vent  their  high  spirits.  It  had  amused  her  to 
watch  them.  To-night  she  was  conscious  of  a 
discordant  note  which  jarred,  and  she  wondered 
why.     What   had   aroused   in   her  a   train  of 
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Wl"t7he"''"^"'',*'^    ""  "'">  '0  "Vive? 

Frau  Wolff,  ^''''' /"  '°  '°"f'    Or  was  i, 
Prau  Wolffs  inquisitive  questionine> 

widow"  "^hf  '"'  'f  ^'  ""  'f  ^"^  «-  - 
had  teen  .  T  °"A  '"«"'y "  Ave  and  she 
had   been  a  widow  for  three  years.      Three 

rhr?."i:r''"^'"'*°"'^'^-''"'' 
esctj:dT:n' '" '"'  "^""='y'  -'» -  -?" 

"And    always    pinching    and   saving   and 
calculating.     Its  so  sordid'and  dreary !    wlal 

H^e's    '°,f°  "'k'"  ""  '^"''  ^  ''^'-y  4  longer 
Hes  getting   big  so  dreadfully  quick.     And 
he  wants  such  a  lot,  and  I  want  I  give  him 
everything,  and  I  can't.     If  I  „ere  to  d I'e  wha" 
would  become  of  him  > " 

Whl^"",?  ^"  '"'"  "  nightmare-that  future 

Tke  uo  to  t  'r  '°\^'"'  •      "°-  -"''i  ^he 
make  up  to  him  for  what  he  had  lost.'    He 

had  been  so   cruely  wronsred      Th^  ■ 
virtim  „f         1 .         "fongea.     i  he  innocent 
victim  of  an  old  man's   tyranny  and  revenue 

^iitr^tifTe^tir^^-"-  ^^^-'-''^' 

"  I    Will    not    think     of    it— I    dare    n^^  "      U 

murmured.  ^'^^  ""^^^    ^he 
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Lights  still  streamed  from  the  windows  of 
the  Lese  Saal,  but  the  dancing  had  ceased. 
A  brooding  stillness  hung  over  the  shadowy 
garden.  Suddenly  her  attitude  changed.  She 
sat  upright  and  listened  intently. 

The  sound  of  a  violin  floated  out  on  the 
still  air.  Plaintive,  yearning :  the  trembling 
sweetness  of  the  notes  seemed  to  stretch  out 
beseeching  hands  to  her  across  the  soft  barrier 
of  the  night's  darkness. 

She  knew  every  rise  and  fall  of  the  melody. 
Its  tender  cadence,  the  entreaty  of  its  appeal, 
strained  her  heart  to  positive  pain.  An  agony 
of  longing  and  wild  regret  swept  over  her. 

She  pressed  her  fingers  against  her  throbbing 
temples  as  on  and  on  floated  the  haunting 
refrain ;  now  pulsing  with  subtle  meaning,  now 
pleading  for  love,  now  sobbing  for  broken 
dreams.  It  rose  and  fell  and  quivered  on  the 
scented  air.  Wafted  this  way  and  that,  it  laid 
its  trembling  burden  of  sweetness  and  sadness 
at  her  feet. 

Scalding  tears  smarted  under  her  closed 
eyelids.  A  passionate  rebellion  resolutely  kept 
under  broke  from  its  control — she  bowed  her 
head  on  her  clasped  hands  and  wept  bitterly. 
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CHAPTER     III 

The  day  had  been  hot— overpoweringly  hot. 
So  hot  that  to  cross  a  patch  of  sunshine 
required  concentration  of  purpose  and  an 
obvious  necessity  for  getting  to  the  other  side. 
The  lawn  tennis  court  had  been  deserted  all 
day,  but  now  that  the  shadows  were  beginning 
to  lengthen  across  its  sun-baked  surface,  a  little 
stir  of  life  was  noticeable  in  its  vicinity. 

The  soldiers  made  a  practice  of  coming  up 
to  Schloss  Waldhof  for  lawn  tennis  after  the 
day's  work  was  done.     They  had  their  coffee 
in  the  shady  garden  and  smoked  and  read  the 
papers  until  it  was  cool  enough  to  play.     Then 
they  gradually  collected  round  the  tennis  court. 
They  were  very  keen  about  their  games,  and 
they  always  scored  in  English.     They  began 
by  bowing  to  their  opponents  across  the  net 
and  saying   "  Zank   you   very   much."     They 
shouted  "  Play-e-e  "  and  "  Ready-e-e  "  as  often 
as  they  could,  and  reached  a  climax  of  enthusi- 
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asm  when  the  game*  was  "  Love  "  and  "  Love 
all." 

That  afternoon  it  was  certainly  hotter  than 
usual.  The  atmosphere  was  oppressive.  To 
play  tennis  in  a  tight  uniform  with  the  ther- 
mometer  standing  at  eighty  in  the  shade  was 
trying.  Before  long  the  benches  at  the  end 
of  the  court  were  strewn  with  cuffs  and  swords 
and  spurs  and  black  jam-pot  hats,  and  any- 
thing else  that  was  detachable. 

Vilma  Seybell  made  her  appearance  as  soon 
as  she  thought  it  was  worth  while.  She  con- 
sidered she  played  tennis  very  well.  She 
dashed  about  the  court  and  threw  herself  into 
exaggerated  attitudes ;  poached  her  partner's 
balls  and  missed  her  own.  Her  mother  sat  on 
one  of  the  benches  among  the  swords  and  hats 
and  applauded  timidly. 

Rose  Trevor  was  lying  in  a  long  basket 
chair  under  the  shade  of  a  chestnut  tree.  She 
could  see  the  tennis  court  in  the  distance. 

They  were  all  there.  Vilma  and  the  stout 
General,  who  was  the  most  enthusiastic  player 
of  them  all,  and  a  crowd  of  young  officers, 
most  of  whom  she  knew  by  sight. 

A  book  lay  open  on  her  lap,  but  every  two 
minutes  her  attention  was  claimed  by  Benjie, 
who  was  playing  at  keeping  a  chemist's  shop 
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beside  her  chair.     He  had  turned  his  wheel- 
brrow  ups.de  down  and  was  laying  ou.  o„  i. 
neat  little  rows   of   powders  and   mud   pies 
H.S  mother  was  gravely  making  her  choice 
between  a  yellow  powder  and  I  brown  jne 
when  a  tennis  ball,  hit  at  random  Jm  thl 
court,  spun  across  the  top  of  the  wheelbarrow 
and  scattered  the  chemist's  shop  to  the  wMs 

after'."-'"         "'"' ''"  ^  """"'"'  "'"'  ">«"  *«"' 

"You  must  send  it  back,"  said  his  mother 
and  he  reluctantly  obeyed.  momer, 

His  shot  was  not  a  good  one.  The  ball 
only  earned  a  few  yard,  and  landed  in  a  pat^I 
of  uncut  grass     Clasping  his  hands  behind  his 

Sarw?u;dt;"er^"''"^^^''^-'^^'o 

at  ih?'  "^T"'  """"'"■   ''°  '°°'^      Do  look 
at  the  soldier  man  ! " 

Rose  glanced  round      One  of  the  youno 
officers  was  coming  towards  the  child.     He  was 
performmg  a  succession   of  Catherine   whee 
over   the  grass,   and   as   he  drew   nearer  he 

aTuted  '  '°""""''""  ""''  "'""  '""^  ='"'  -"d 
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Benjie  hugged  his  waistband  and  danced 
with  delight  He  ventured  a  step  nearer  and 
pointed  to  where  the  ball  lay  hidden. 

The  young  man  was  slight  and  fair,  and  there 
was  a  suspicion  of  devilry  in  his  blue  eyes. 

He  picked  up  the  ball  and  threw  it  gently 
towards  Benjie,  who  sent  it  spinning  back  at 
his  head. 

Vilma  Seybell's  voice  was  heard  calling  from 
the  tennis  court. 

"  Herr  Bar-on !     Herr  Baron  ! " 

The  young  man  paid  no  attention.  He 
continued  playing,  and  as  the  game  was  being 
carried  on  at  the  back  of  her  chair,  Rose  did 
not  feel  that  she  was  called  upon  to  interfere. 

"Herr  Baron!  Her.  Baron  Schcilan ! " 
cried  Vilma  peremptorily. 

''Sacrament!"  muttered  the  young  Baron 
angrily.  He  glanced  towards  the  basket  chair, 
but  there  was  nothing  visible  except  the  back 
view  of  a  very  pretty  head.  He  tossed  the 
ball  up  in  the  air,  and  waving  an  adieu  to 
Benjie,  sauntered  back  to  the  tennis  court. 

Five  minutes  later  the  same  thing  happened 
again.  The  tennis  balls  seemed  to  have  a 
special  aptitude  for  rolling  in  that  direction. 
Rose  began  to  suspect  that  it  was  not  entirely 
accidental. 
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It  was  useless  trying  to  recall  Benjie  to  his 

powders  and  mud  pies.     Vilma  Seybell  became 

exasperated.     She  rushed  after  the  ball  herself 

childut  "*='^^7^^^'^"'  ^"d  when  Benjie.  with 
ch.ldhke  confidence,  went  up  to  her  with  it  in 
h.s  hand,  she  snatched  it  from  him  and  turned 
away  without  a  word  of  thanks. 

Rose  flushed  crimson.  She  sprang  up  and 
called  the  child  to  her.  s     F  ana 

"Come,"  she  said  shortly.  "We  will  go 
for  a  walk.  Odious  woman!"  she  murmured 
vehemently  to  herself  as  she  picked  up  her  book. 

13 ut  Benjie  was  loth  to  go. 

•'  He's  looking  at  me,  muvver."  he  pleaded 
draggmg  the  toes  of  his  boots  reluctantly  over 
the  grass  and  straining  to  look  back  over  his 
shoulder.     ..  1    don't    like   walks.     I    like   the 
soldier  man. 

Rose  was  unable  to  explain  to  him  her 
reasons  for  taking  him  away.  His  friendliness 
to  strangers  was  continually  landing  her  in 
difficulties.  She  looked  round  in  The  hope 
of  seeing  something  that  might  distract  his 
attention. 

"  Listen  r  she  said.  •■  I  hear  a  whip  being 
cracked.  There's  a  carriage  coming  Wei 
go  and  see  the  horses." 

A  dusty  diligence,  piled  with  luggage,  drove 
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in  at  the  entrance  to  the  courtyard  of  the 
Schloss.  Its  appearance  was  welcomed  by  a 
shout  from  the  tennis  court,  and  the  General 
was  seen  hurrying  across  the  stretch  of  grass 
towards  it. 

From  the  inside  of  the  diligence  stepped 
a  dainty  little  lady,  who  laughed  gaily  and 
held  out  her  hands  towards  him.  She  was 
quite  young  and  she  was  exquisitely  dressed. 
Diamonds  twinkled  in  her  pretty  ears  and  a 
piquant  face  sparkled  and  dimpled  from  behind 
the  folds  of  a  long  veil  which  was  twisted 
round  her  hat  and  fell  over  her  shoulders. 

The  General  took  her  in  his  arms  and  kissed 
her  loudly  and  repeatedly  on  either  cheek. 
She  was  his  '^ Ltede  Frau."  He  did  not  care 
who  looked  on  and  saw  him  do  it.  He  gave 
some  directions  about  the  luggage  to  the 
driver  of  the  diligence,  and  tucking  his  wife's 
hand  under  his  arm,  he  carried  her  off  to  have 
coffee  in  the  garden. 

That  evening  after  supper  there  was  again 
music  and  dancing  in  the  Les'  Saal,  but  Vilma 
was  not  the  centre  of  attraction.  Her  fickle 
court  clustered  round  the  newcomer,  who  smiled 
on  them  all.  Vilma  was  not  even  able  to  keep 
the  Englishman  to  herself  As  Rose  passed 
through  the  garden  on  her  return  from   her 
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usual  solitary  ramble  in  the  dusk,  she  caught  a 
g  mpse  of  {..n  being  presented  to  the  Generals 
w«r.^  and  Viiaia  was  looking  on. 
Jh  •     wooden    boarding    of    Frau    Wolffs 

balcony  creaked  loudly  as   she  passed   under 

It,  and  a  thick  whisper  floated  down  from  the 

darkness  above. 

"Ze  Grafin  Rentier,   who   is  ze  vife  of  ze 

General,   haf  arrived.      Ze    Baronin    Seybell 

regards  her  vis  eyes  of  jealousy." 
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CHAPTER   IV 

There  was  tennis  again  the  following  after- 
noon, and  Benjie  could  not  understand  why  his 
mother  would  not  sit  in  her  usual  place  under 
the  chestnut  tree. 

She  always  sat  there.  She  had  sat  there 
yesterday,  and  yesterday  had  been  a  red  letter 
day  in  his  calendar.  He  was  woefully  dis- 
appointed. He  caught  glimpses  through  the 
trees  of  blue-coated  figures  and  the  glitter  of 
swords ;  it  was  unkind  of  his  mother,  and  he 
could  not  understand  it  at  all. 

He  leant  disconsolately  over  the  edge  of  the 
fountain  in  the  garden,  and  splashed  the  water 
backwards  and  forwards  with  his  stick. 

"Take  care,"  said  his  mother,  "or  you'll 
tumble  in,"  and  she  laid  hold  of  him  by  the 
seat  of  his  litde  white  trousers. 

Feeling  himself  secure,  he  leant  over  still 
further  and  splashed  harder.  He  made  so 
much  noise  that  Rose  was  not  aware  that  any 
one  was  near  her,  until  she  heard  a  voice  at 
her  elbow. 

30 
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WITH  THE  MERRY  AUSTRIANS     3, 
grat'  '""''  ^"^'"  '^^^'^y  ^-^^  on   to  the 

The  General's  wife  stood  beside  her     Sh^ 
held  a  tennis  racquet  in  her  h.n^        a 
lauffhino-pfR^^--  .  ,   ^^  "^"<^'  and  was 

withes  r  in  iTh  ""rr"' •^'^ -- 

added  eagerlv    .  "^l    7    ^""^^  '°^^"^^^'  ^"d 
come ? "^    ^  •        °  P'"*'"  ^y  'hat  you  will 

Rose  drew  back  taken  by  surprise. 
Jt  IS  very  kind  of  you      I       7  „.  , 

tennis."  '  1  — I  never  play 

^Oh  ",^"'J''  ^h^gged  her  shoulden.. 

CO  -  <;f     ,'°"""'y-     °°  ^^y  'hat  you  wil 

court'    „f  1^'^"-^  '"  'he  direction'of  th 

indeed  ,  dat'Lr'^o^u'^t   "'■''°"'  ^°"- 

winbrin,witH"y^.rr,rorr.'!.^°" 

s.utrS'"-^^-^'-'"-°'He;'s.and 
sho^uL^JirheXe?""    "'^""^   -    '"^ 

wit7:;  s'fdiir^r!::!,''  '°^  *''°  ^'^^^-^  ''^" 

come  a'nd   pt;  S'hir'"'''-     ^°"  *'" 
not.>"  ™  again  — will   you 
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Her  smile  'as  irresistible.  Benjie  put  his 
other  hand  into  hers,  and  waited  in  an  agony  of 
expectancy  to  see  what  his  mother  would  do. 
He  gave  a  sigh  of  relief  as  she  turned  away 
from  the  fountain. 

Grafin  Rentier  seemed  to  take  it  for  granted 
that  her  invitation  was  accepted.  Before  Rose 
quite  realised  what  she  was  doing,  she  found 
herself  walking  slowly  over  the  grass  by  her 
side. 

"  I  did  not  hear  you  come  up  to  us,"  she 
explained  a  little  shyly.  "And  being  spoken 
to  in  English,  it  took  me  by  surprise." 

The  Grafin  laughed. 

"Do  I  speak  English  well .?" 

"Very  well.  I  only  wish  my  German  was 
as  good." 

"  In  Austria  we  speak  English  much.  It 
is  the  fashion.  My  brother,  he  also  speaks 
English."  She  glanced  at  Rose;  her  bright 
expression  softened.  "  I  fear  that  you  must 
have  found  it  lonely  here  at  Waldhof,  because 
it  has  been  told  to  me  that  you  are  a  widow. 
You  have  only  the  little  one  for  a  com- 
panion ? " 

Rose  looked  down  at  Benjie. 

"Yes,"  she  answered  quietly, 
that  I  have." 
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They  were   slowly  approaching  the   tennis 
court  and  Ilka  Rentier  paused  L  a  second 

r,rl,"°'"  ,^'  ''""  ^'^  """'^'"8  how  strange 
of  me  to  speak  to  you.  I  will  explain.  I  had 
only  just  descended  from  the  carriage  yesterday 
evening,  when  I  heard  all  about  you  Since 
then  I  have  had  no  peace.     It  has  been  always 

always :  When  ill  you  „,ake  friends  wfth 
the  Enghsh  lady.'  When  will  you  introduce 
me  to  the  English  lady.'"'  "foauce 

To  Roses  look  of  enquiry,  she  made  a  swe»"D. 
mg  gesture  with  her  racquet.  '^ 

,,  "''"''^y  .^"-™y   brother   Rudolf;  all,    all 
these  .#«...  have  been  dying  to  make  you 
cquamtance,  but  there  was  no  one  to  presen 
them.     You  are  not  offended .'     It  is  the  wav 
wth  our  people.     When  they  love,  they  ZZ 
quickly.     You  are  more  cold  in  England      Is 
.t   not    so?"      They   had   now    refched   the 
benches  at  the  end  of  the  tennis  court,  and 
she  lowered  her  vnrVp      «  r 
all-^n.  K.  ;        ^  """^^  P'^s^"^  them 

alI-~one  by  one.  or  else  it  would  give  offence 

It  appears  formidable,  but  never  mind!^ 

Kose  thought  it  was  very  formidable.  The 
hst  of  presentations  seemed  endless,  and  the 
names  were  wildly  confusing.  The  introdu^ 
tions  were   taken  very   seriously.     The   bows 

c 


It: 


it'  \ 


.    ! 


•  i 


<]  ;ii' 


1^  ■l^^ 


■  I 


4   *. 


.* 


34    WITH  THE  MERRY  AUSTRIANS 
were^deep  and  prolonged,  and  hardly  any  one 

she  'slw """'"' """.""'"' °"" °f  ">=''  ">"'«," 
tuni.      ,•  ".  ^"   ""''^"^n^.   as  the  last   blue 

again,    laughed  the  Grafin.      "I  also  dn  n„l 
qu,te         e    her.     ,f  ,o,  ,,,.  .'^t"  ^^.j 
or     Herr  Hauptman,'  or  •  Herr  Leutnant  ■   t 

on  th: r'? k"?''"  ^"^ "^"^ Ro- "•;;„' 

sLm  .^'"'=''-  ^''t  ^'''  ^"<*  «  mischievous 
whTl  alT  l"'°  ^  '^'^-  "D"  y°"  know 
Plea  ureT  ?"  ^"^  ^°™"'' '°  "'"^  ^"  '"""^nse 
vZr^  '.am  waumg  for  the  moment  when 
Vilma  Seybell,  who  is  now  playing  tennis  „i,K 
my    r^her  Rudolf,  will  tu^n'^^ou^nd^nTd  "l 

Rose  glanced  apprehensively  at  a  .TrouD  of 
officers  who  werp  of=.r.j-  •,  •        o^up  ot 

Th.  r    ^     f    standmg  w.thm  earshot. 
I  he  Grafin  shook  her  head. 

"They  will  not  understand-not  yet  at  least 

Maior  hi   7'"^  '°  '^^^  ^"S"^''-     The  Herr 
Major  has  learnt  to  say  "shocking,'  and  the 

!hZ    "^"P""^"  '^"  say   'never  mind,'  but 
they  generally  say  'shocking'  when  they  mean 
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217.  u'"t'  'f''   '"""'  '"'"<''  «hen  they 

How  I  wish  they  would  finish  playing!     I  am 

ongmg  to  see  what  Viln,a  will  do.  ''l  do  no" 

I'ke  he.,  you  must  know.     We  meet  often- 

n  Vienna  and  other  places-but  there  is  no 

love  between  us.     Vilma  n.ust  always  be  the 

"nly  one     She  is  jealous  like  a  cat." 

She  changed  the   subject  quickly.     It  was 
characteristic     of     her     to    rh=n„i        I- 
suddenly  and  irrelevantly  ^"     '"''^^"^ 

■■  Your  little  one  is  very  good.     He  sits  still 
and  does  not  speak." 
Rose  glanced  down  at  Benjie. 
"  He  is  not  generally  so  quiet  " 
••I'm    waitin'    for    the    soldier    man,"    said 
Benj:e  stohdly,  and  he  kept  his  eyes  fixed  on 
the  tennis  court. 

,    ■'  So  am  I,"  answered  the  Grafin.     •■  Rudolf 
IS  very  cross.     He  is  knocking  the  balls  abou 
all  anyhow.     He  is  trying  to  finish  the  game 
for^he  wishes  to  come  here  and  to  be  presented 

She  turned  laughingly  to  Rose. 

■move.     This  time  ic  is  heels  over  head.     Ah 
now  the  game  is  finished !    The  last  two  balU 
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he  sent  right  up  into  the  cherry  trees.  Dir'  you 
see?  Now,  now!"  she  whispered,  "I  will 
present  you  to  Rudolf  and  Vilma  Seybell." 

Rose  felt  Benjie's  fingers  tighten  over  hers. 
The  moment  for  which  he  had  been  patiently 
waitmg  had  arrived.  He  scrambled  down 
from  the  bench  and  went  forward  a  few 
steps. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  }  "  she  asked. 
"I'm  goin'  to  s'lute  the  soldier  man." 
Straightening  up  his  little  body  he  raised  his 
hand  to  his  forehead. 

The  young  Baron  returned  the  salute  as 
gravely  and  ceremoniously  as  though  the 
child  had  been  a  grown  man.  Benjie  stood 
quite  still  for  a  moment,  then  he  seized 
Rudolfs  hand  and  dragged  him  back  towards 
the  bench. 

"Muvver!"  he  gasped  breathlessly,  "I'm 
bringin'  him.  The  soldier  man.  I'm  bringin' 
him.  He's  comin'  to  s'lute  you." 
Ilka  Rentier  clapped  her  hands. 
"Such  an  introduction  requires  no  help  from 
me.  The  little  one  is  already  a  Master  of 
Ceremonies.  Ah  !  "—an  exclamation  of  annoy- 
ance escaped  her.  "  See  what  has  happened  ! 
That  Vilma !— is  she  not  a  cat }  The  English- 
man has  appeared  and  she  runs  to  meet  him. 
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They  talk,  and  now  she  walks  away  with  him. 
So — but  I  must  wait  for  another  time." 

Mr  Egerton  had  arrived  at  exactly  the  right 
moment  for  Vilma. 

"  V^here  have  you  been  all  day  ?  "  she  cried. 
"Ah,  sketching!"  as  she  caught  sight  of  a 
book  bulging  from  his  pocket.  "  Do  show  me 
what  you  have  done.  I  so  adore  your  sketches. 
They  are  so  clever." 

Vilma  spoke  English  more  correctly  than 
Ilka  Rentier.  Ilka  was  always  convincing, 
but  she  was  so  much  in  a  hurry  to  say  what 
she  wanted  to  say  that  she  used  the  first  words 
which  came  into  her  head,  whether  they 
belonged  to  one  language  or  another. 

Mr  Egerton  did  not  take  the  book  out  of  his 
pocket. 

"  I  haven't  done  anything,"  he  said.  "  I've 
spent  the  day  exploring  the  country." 

His  attention  strayed  towards  the  group  at 
the  end  of  the  tennis  court.  Vilma  distracted 
it  by  stumbling  over  the  guy  rope  and  tried  to 
walk  him  away  in  the  opposite  direction.  He 
looked  again  across  the  court  as  though  to 
assure  himself  of  something,  and  then  allowed 
himself  to  be  monopolised. 

Vilma  was  not  a  dull  companion.  She  was 
clever,  and  she  could  be  amusing.     Myles  had 
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spent  part  of  the  previous  winter  in  Vienna 
and  one  way  and  anotiier  he  had  seen  a  good 
dea  of  V^n^a.  They  had  drifted  into  a  kind 
of  friendship  which  he  had  never  taken  the 
trouble  actually  to  define.  Vilma  had  defined 
It  very  conclusively. 

He  allowed  her  to  walk  him  backwards 
and  forwards  without  showing  any  signs  of 
impat^nce  He  listened  to  what  she  was  say- 
ing, but  he  was  aware  that  Rudolf  Scholan 
had  been  introduced  to  Mrs  Trevor  and  had 
taken  the  seat  beside  her.  From  the  sounds 
which  came  to  him  at  intervals  it  was  evident 

;.?!.      u-t    ""^^  ^"""-^'"^  '^^  "^°'^^''  as  well 
as  the  child. 

Presently  he  saw  Leopoldina,  in  her  pictur- 

esque  peasant  dress,  come  over  the  grass  from 

he  d,rect,on  of  the  Schloss,  and  then  return, 

takmg  Benjie  with  her.     As  her  white  sleeves 

ofJht'ir  *''°"=  disappeared  out 

or  sight,  he  came  to  a  standstill 

Vilma  made  a  movement  as  though  she 
would  continue  walking,  but  he  did  no! 
respond. 

"  '  ^^^l  not  paid  my  respects  to  Grafin 
Rentier,  •  he  said.     "  I  must  do  so.     I  do  no" 

want  her  to  call  me  a  rude  Englishman." 
Vilmas  hps  tightened. 
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"  Have  you  made  the  acquaintance  of  the 
Enghsh  lady  ? "  she  asked  sharply. 

•I    have     not    been    introduced    to    her," 
answered  Myles. 

Vilma  did  not  wish  him  to  join  the  group 
on  the  other  side  of  the  tennis  court.  She  had 
been  straining  every  nerve  for  the  last  twenty 
mmutes  to  prevent  him ;  but  she  knew  that  if 
he  had  set  his  mind  on  doing  it  he  would  take 
his  own  way. 

She  threw  back  her  head  impatiently.     If  he 
went,  she  went  with  him. 

"We  will  go,"  she  said.  "Yes,  of  course 
wc  will  go." 

Rose  saw  the  couple  coming  towards  her. 
Vilma's  attitude,  her  manner  of  talking  the 
way  she  bent  towards  her  companion,  were 
intended  to  show  that  the  Englishman  was  her 
own  private  property. 

"  How  funny !  "  she  thought.  "  And  he  did 
not  want  a  fuss,  or  the  hotel  to  gossip.  He 
must  be  very  unimaginative  not  to  have  found 
her  out." 

As  he  stood  near,  talking  to  the  Grafin  she 
saw  him  more  clearly  than  she  had  done  on  the 
verandah  the  evening  before. 

He  was  tall  and  dark.  The  thin,  sun- 
browned    face    could   lay  no   great  claim   to 
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but  she  could  not  see  his  eyes,  for  the  brim 
of  a  weather-beaten  felt  hat  was  pulled  down 
over  his  brow. 

Vilma  bowed  stiffly,  but  otherwise  ,00k  no 
not.ce  of  Rose.  It  did  not  cause  any  awkward- 
ness  as  Ika  Rentier  almost  at  once  brought  up 
the  Englishman  and  introduced  him  also  He 
had  evidently  asked  her  to  do  so. 

Rudolf  Scholan  was  called  by  the  General' 
to  make  up  a  set  of  tennis,  and  he  went 
reluctantly  Myles  glanced  at  the  seat  he 
had  vacated  and  Rose  was  curious  to  see  what 
he  would  do.  She  was  not  vindictive,  but  he 
was  a  fnend  of  Vilma's.  It  stirred  within  her 
a  laint  sense  of  antagonism. 

He  drew  in  the  vacant  chair  and  sat  down. 

I  have  been  hoping  for  an  opportunity  of 

apologising  for  my  behaviour  of  yesterday,"  he 

said.       Appearances  were  against  me.     Don't 

you  think  .so .' "  ' 

She  murmured  a  polite  reply  which  might 
mean  anything.  *  ' 

but  he  would  not  take  any  notice  of  me 
expect  he  was  thinking  about  his  supper " 

suppl":iid'^"^'"""°'-^^^°"'°^'''-^ 
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"Oh!"    Myles  thoutrht  for  a  moment.     "I 
•magined  all    little   boys   were   fond  of  their 
supper." 

Rose  put  down  her  parasol.      The  sun  had 
dipped  behind  the  crest  of  the  hill. 

"  Perhaps  he  is  an  exception,  or  perhaps  he 
IS  outjrrowin<r  the  simplicity  of  bread  and  milk  " 
Myles  dug  a  little  hole  in  the  ground  with 
the  iron  point  of  his  alpenstock.  Now  that  the 
shade  of  the  parasol  was  removed  he  could 
see  her  more  distinctly.  She  looked  as  though 
she  could  talk  about  something  more  interesting 
than  bread  and  milk,  bethought. 

He  made  conversation,  about   the  weather 

u;  uu  r  ^^f  ^""^  '^"  Picturesqueness  of 
Waldhof.  The  Schloss  was  a  fine  old  specimen 
of  architecture.  He  was  evidently  interested 
in  Tyrolean  history.  He  was  quite  instructive. 
Rudolf  had  not  been  at  all  instructive.  He 
had  been  very  amusing  and  he  possessed  that 
delightful  charm,  the  charm  of  perfect  unself- 
consciousness.  It  was  as  natural  to  him  as 
the  air  he  breathed.  Involuntarily  Rose  drew 
a  comparison  between  the  two  men. 

J'l^.^''^.  J'"'^  ^^^"  ""^^'"g  ^  ^°"'-  through 
the  Dolomite  country,"  continued  Myles      "If 

you  have  not  been    there,   you  ought  to   go. 
1  he  scenery  is  magnificent. 
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V  So  I  have  always  heard,"  answered  Rose. 
Her  voice  lacked  interest. 
"  I  tried  to  take  a  sketch  of  one  or  two  places, 
but  they  re  rather  rough."  said  Myles. 

Any  one  knowing  him  would  have  been  very 
much  surprised  at  his  next  action.  He  drew 
his  sketch-book  out  of  his  pocket  and  opened 
It.  He  took  out  one  of  the  sketches,  and  held 
It  at  arm's  length. 

"  Rather  gaudy,"  he  said. 
"  It's  a  wonderful  effect  of  colour,"  said  Rose 
after  a  moment's  consideration. 

"It  was  taken  at  dawn,  just  below  the 
Monte  Cristallo.  That  blood-red  glow  on  the 
snow  is  rather  difficult  to  catch  at  the  nVht 
moment.     I  had  to  camp  out  all  night  " 

The  sketch  was  clever-bold  and  broad,  and 
the  colour  was  startling  in  its  vivid  intensity. 
Rose  was  interested  in  spite  of  herself.     She 
was  too  generous  not  to  admit  it. 
"  May  I  see  some  more  ?  "  she  said. 
He  turned  over  one  or  two  sketches.     A 
loose  sheet  slipped  and  fluttered  to  the  ground 
It  fell  within  a  few  inches  of  Vilma's  feet     She 
could  not  fail  to  notice  it.     It  lay  face  upper- 
most, a  patch  of  bright  colour  against  the  sun- 
dried  grass. 

An   angry  light   came  into  her  eyes.     He 
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had  made  an  excuse  and  refused  to  show  her 
his  sketch-book,  and  yet  he  was  showing  it  to 
this  English  girl,  whom  he  hardly  knew.  She 
felt  that  she  hated  the  English  girl.  She  had 
tried  to  keep  her  out  of  their  circle  and  would 
have  succeeded  if  Ilka  Rentier  had  not  spoilt 
everythmg  by  making  friends  with  her. 

She  was  too  angry  to  sit  still  and  look  on 
She  got  up  and  left  the  tennis  court  abruptly 

Myles  picked  up  the  sketch.     He  had  not 
noticed  Vilma's  annoyance. 

"May  I  see  it.?"  said  Rose. 

He  hesitated,  then  he  gave  it  to  her. 

"  A  little  place  in  the  north  of  Italy  "  he 
said.  ^  "Very  primitive  part  of  the  world. 
1  here  s  a  diligence  runs  fron.  Belluno  across 
the  frontier  to  Cortina;  I  came  that  way." 

He  did  not  look  at  her. 

She  handed   him  back  the  sketch  without 
making  any  remark. 
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CHAPTER  V 

The  Speise  Saal  was  more  than  usually 
crowded  that  evening,  and  Frau  Wolff  was 
not  present.  Rose  was  very  glad.  She  did 
not  wish  to  talk  to  Frau  Wolff. 

Ilka  Rentier,  who  was  with  her  husband  at 
one  of  the  small  tables,  did  not  leave  the 
room  when  supper  was  over,  but  came  across 
to  where  Rose  was  sitting.  She  held  a  lighted 
cigarette  between  her  fingers  and  laid  her  case 
on  the  table  and  nodded  towards  it. 

"You  smoke.?  No.?  If  you  do  not  object 
I  will  sit  with  you  and  finish  my  cigarette  " 
She  drew  in  a  chair.  "Of  what  are  you 
thinking.?  Are  you  comparing  us  with  the 
society  of  your  own  country.?  Do  you  find 
Waldhof  agreeable .?  " 

Rose's  thoughts  had  been  far  away  from 
Waldhof.  She  had  been  dreaming.  Dream- 
ing of  a  little  village  in  sunny  Italy.  A  white- 
walled  house  stood  on  the  outskirts  of  the 
village,  round   it    clustered  the   olive  woods. 
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High  up  on  the  hillside  lay  a  lonely  graveyard 
where  the  cypress  trees  swayed  in  the  breeze, 
pointing  their  dark  fingers  to  heaven.  She 
knew  it  all  so  well,  and  this  Englishman,  he 
knew  It  too.  It  was  so  strange.  Why  had 
he  made  that  sketch,  for  the  little  village  had 
nothing  very  characteristic  about  it ;  nothing 
likely  to  attract  an  artist's  fancy  ?  It  was  very 
strange  I 

She  was  glad  that  Ilka  had  broken  in 
upon  her  thoughts,  but  she  welcomed  her  a 
little  shyly.  She  had  grown  so  unaccus- 
tomed to  being  sought  out  and  made  friends 
with. 

^  "Waldhof  is   very  kind   to   me,"  she  said. 

I         "  You  all  know  each  other  so  well  here,  just 
I  like  a  big  family,  and  I  am  quite  a  stranger 

I  — and  English." 

*  "But  that  is  all  the  more  agreeable,  because 

you  are  a  very  nice  English.  Oh.  I  have  met 
a  great  many  English.  When  one  travels  one 
meets  them,  and  it  gives  me  a  great  deal  of 
pleasure  to  study  them." 

Rose  saw  that  her  eyes  were  twinkling. 
I  "Do  we  amuse  you ? " 

I  Ilka  laughed. 

I  "  You  would  call  me  most  impolite  if  I  say 

I        yes!     It  would  appear  that  I  was  making  fun 
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of  you,  which  is  not  true.     I  love  the  English 
very  much." 

"  No,  I  should  not  think  you  were  making 
fun  of  us.     I  wonder  how  we  appear  to  you  ?  " 

"You  would  not  be  offended  if  I  make  a 
httle  play  for  you  ?  No-I  do  not  think  you 
are  stiff."  ^ 

She  drew  herself  up  and  hid  her  cigarette. 
"  There  is  a  kind  of  English  which  is  like 
— -  this.     She  is   very  hochwohlgeboren.     She 
comes   into  the  salon  elegantly.     She   has  a 
neat  head  and  she  is  very  distinguished,  and 
she  never  forgets   that  she   is  distinguished. 
When  she  goes  walking  her  boots  say  to  the 
stones,  '  I  do  not  wish  to  make  your  acquaint- 
ance.'    But   ach   mein   GoU\    there   is    again 
quite  another    kind   of   English    who    much 
frizzes  her  hair  and  is  not  elegant.     She  wears 
a   very   short  skirt   and   walks   with   a  stick. 
Her  hat!      It   has   been   rained   upon   many 
times.      On   Sundays  she  puts  on   her   best 
clothes   and  goes   to  church.     Do  you   know 

Rose  laughed. 

•'  What  other  funny  things  do  we  do  }  " 
Ilka  rattled  on  gaily. 

"Your     Englishman    when    he     is     hoch- 
wohlgeboren !     He  comes  into  a  room  with  a 
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look  of  suspicion.     He  has  a  high  collar  and 
a  h,gh  head,  and  he  is  grim  when  he  speaks. 
He  looks  at  every  one  as  though  he  was  an 
enemy.     He  has  a  higher  collar  and  a  higher 
head  on  Sunday  when  he  goes  to  church  with 
his  w,fe.     And  he  does  go  to  church  with  his 
wite— our  husbands  do  not." 
She  picked  up  her  cigarette  again. 
"  Do  I  not  talk  nonsense  ?     But  I  do  it  to 
amuse  you    for  of  course   you   are   not   like 
the  lady   whose   boots  are  so   proud,  or  the 
girl  who  much  frizzes  her  hair." 
She  did  not  wait  for  any  comment. 
''What  do  you  think  of  us  ?  "  she  demanded. 
That  we  are  barbarians.?     In   England  you 
would   not   like  to  eat  in  a  restaurant  with 
but  bare   boards  for  your  feet  and    peasant 
girls  to  wait  on  you  ?     Here,  at  Waldhof.  we 
live  like  gipsies." 

"  I  think  it  is  delightful."  said  Rose.  "  We 
are  horribly  conventional.  You  do  what  you 
like  because  you  like  it ;  not  because  other 
people  think  you  ought  to  do  it  " 

''Pou//    What  do  the  thinks  of  other  people 

matter.     Also  we  know  all  about  each  other. 

fhere  is  nothing  to  find  out.     These  officers 

for  example.?      One    knows  what    they  are' 

How  much  money  they  have.     All  about  their 
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families  —  all  —  everything.  Do  you  observe 
how  simply  they  eat  and  drink?  Some  are 
richer  than  others,  but  there  is  no  rivalry. 
Do  you  know  they  sometimes  make  a  league 
among  themselves  and  say,  '  We  will  only  spend 
so  much  on  our  dinner  and  so  much  on  our 
supper.'  It  is  a  very  good  arrangement,  for 
one  plate  cannot  cry  out  to  the  other,  '  I  am 
richer  than  you.'  Money  is  very  pleasant, 
but  it  is  not  everything.  Most  often  it  is 
bourgeois  to  be  rich.     What  then.-*" 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders  expressively. 

"Money!"  exclaimed  Rose.  "It  is  so 
horribly  vulgar  to  put  money  before  anything 
else.  In  England  I  am  afraid  we  think  a  great 
deal  about  money." 

Ilka  blew  a  litde  curl  of  smoke  into  the  air 
and  watched  it  float  towards  the  open  window. 

"  But  then  you  cannot  compare  Austrian 
society  with  English  society,"  she  said.  "  The 
things  of  which  it  is  made  are  altogether 
different.  Your  classes  walk  together  in  a 
way  that  ours  cannot.  Your  aristocracy,  your 
families  of  good  birth,  can  go  into  commerce. 
They  can  make  soaps,  or  polish  for  the  boots, 
or  sauces  for  the  cuisine.  We  cannot,  because 
our  commerce  is  made  by  the  Jews !  Ach  !  " 
she  exclaimed  contemptuously.     "  And   these 
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Jews?  Our  husbandT  and  our  sons  cannot 
work  side  by  side  in  commerce  with  a  Jew.  It 
would  be  impossible !  Their  ways  are  not  our 
ways.  We  would  not  condescend  to  make 
money  in  the  way  they  do.  No !  We  are  not 
like  you  in  England.  With  you  money  can  be 
ennobled.  It  can  walk  hand  in  hand  with  the 
most  aristocratic  of  your  families,  but  we~if 
we  stretch  out  to  gather  riches  we  must  take 
the  hand  of  a  Jew.  It  is  a  pity,  for  our  sons 
they  remain  poor." 

Rose  looked  at  Frau  Wolffs  empty  chair. 

"  I  wonder  why  it  makes  so  much  difference?" 
she  said  hesitatingly.  "Because  a  man's  a 
Jew  he  isn't  kept  out  of  society— in  England." 

Ilka  Rentier  made  a  little  grimace. 

"Ah,  so!  In  England— yes,  that  may  be. 
There  is  a  saying  that  every  country  gets  the 
Jew  which  it  deserves.  Doubtless  you  are 
fortunate.  But  in  Austria— in  Hungary!" 
She  threw  out  her  hands.  "A  Hungarian 
Jew!— Impossible!  Have  we  not  an  example 
here?  From  her  feet  to  her  voice,  which 
she  carries  in  her  nose,  she  is  Jew,  Jew, 
Jew ! " 

"I  know  her.     She  sits  opposite  to  me  at 
the  table  here." 
The  Grafin  nodded. 
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••  You  have  perhaps  suffered.     She  has  with- 
out doubt  made  of  you  a  glove  which  she  has 
turned  outside   in   and   searched   into  all  the 
extreme  ends  of  the  fingers.     That  is  Jew—to 
be  inquisitive.     I  have  seen  her  watching  the 
world  through   her  opera  glasses.     She  is  in 
great  fear  in  case  one  small  morsel  of  interest 
might  escape   her  observation.     Oh,  she  is  a 
most  terrible  person.     Do  not  let  us  talk  of  her 
any  more.     What  are  you  going  to  do  now.? 
How  do  you    amuse   yourself.?      Last  night 
you  did  not  come    to    the   Lese    Saal,   and 
to-night  I  also  do  not  go  there.     I  return  to 
my  own  apartments."     A  sudden  idea  seemed 
to  strike  her.      "Will  you   come  with  me?" 
she  said.     "  I  would  like  to  show  you  where  I 
live.      Our  lodgment   is   in  a  farm.      There. 
You  can  see  it  through  the  wi,  Jow,  but  a  few 
minutes'  walk  from  here." 

"Yes,  I  know  the  farm,"  said  Rose.  "It 
has  a  delightful  dairy.  My  little  boy  loves  to 
play  there." 

"  Ah  so  ?    You  come  with  me  ?    Yes  ?  " 
They  passed  out   through  a  side  door  into 
the  garden. 

"  You  must  know  that  my  husband  is  the 
Inspecting  General  for  this  district,"  explained 
Ilka  as  they  went  along.    "  When  the  regiments 
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are  collected  for  the  manoeuvres  he  must  have 
lodgment ;  therefore  we  come  to  Waldhof.  I 
find  that  to  live  in  a  farm  with  the  peasants 
and  the  cows  and  the  pigs  is  very  amusing. 
c>ee !     Here  we  have  already  arrived." 

She  gathered  up  her  skirts  and  picked  her 
way  across  a  courtyard  which  was  littered 
with  trodden  straw,  and  little  puddles  of 
water. 

"  In  such  a  place  one  has  to  be  careful  "  she 
said,  glancing  back   over  her  shoulder      "  It 
would  be  well  if  you  were  to  follow  my  feet  " 
She  pointed  in  the  direction  of  some  rather 
tumble.down  stabling.     ••  It  is  very  convenient. 
My  husband  requires  to  keep  his  horses  here. 
Ihere  are  Rudolfs  horses  also —  he  is  Staff 
Officer,  you  know.     Sometimes  they  go  away 
for  a  few  days.     It  is  a  hr^e  district  and  there 
are  many  camps,   bit    -.aiuhof  is  our  head- 
quarters.     Here  I  stay.     This  summer  I  make 
some  visits  before  I  come,  therefore  it  was  but 
yesterday  that  I  arrive." 

She  had  been  chattering  fast  all  the  time 
since  she  left  the  Schloss.  Now  she  stopped 
before  a  wooden  door  crossed  with  heavy 
iron  bars.  ^ 

"  Shut  your  eyes,"  she  exclaimed.     "  Quite 
quite  shut,  and  give   me  your   hand.     I  wish 


( 


f*    iP 


.^**rj, 


!!<  I 


. 


5a     WITH  THE   MERRY  AUSTRIANS 

to  lead  you.     I  wish  to  give  you  a  s-  -prise. 
It  must  break  upon  you  very  suddenly." 

Rose  obeyed.  The  door  creaked  on  its 
hinges  and  she  felt  herself  being  drawn  along 
what  appeared  to  be  a  nariow  passage  which 
smelt  damp  and  mouldy.  Then  a  breath  of 
fresh  air  met  her,  and  she  heard  the  Grafin's 
voice  whisper : 

"  Be  cautious.  Two  steps  down.  So— now 
you  may  open  your  eyes." 

They  had  emerged  from  the  passage,  which 
was  a  kind  of  cunnel  burrowing  its  way  through 
the  main  portion  of  the  farm-buildings,  and 
had  come  out  on  to  a  narrow  terrace  festooned 
and  garlanded  on  every  side  by  great  masses 
of  wistaria.  Ilka  took  Rose's  hand  and  hurried 
her  across  to  the  edge  of  the  balustrade. 

Immediately  below  the  ter  -ice  the  ground 
fell  away  abruptly  to  the  bar  ,  of  a  mountain 
torrent.  Its  bed  was  deep  ad  broken  ;  clouds 
of  silver  spray  marked  the  spot  where  a  great 
spout  of  water  sprang  from  a  cleft  in  the  rock. 

"  Is  it  not  charming  ? "  she  cried. 

"  I  thought  you  were  playing  some  trick  on 
me.     What  a  delightful  place !     How  did  you 
adit.?" 

"  There  are  many  such  in  this  country  if  you 
seek  for  them.     We  have  been  here  for  one, 
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two.  three  summers.  The  Hausfrau  of  the 
farm  she  attends  upon  us  ;  we  require  but  little 
because  we  eat  at  the  restaurant.  Would  you 
like  to  see  our  rooms  ?  I  give  you  one  peep." 
She  drew  Rose  up  to  a  little  iron-barred 
wmdow. 

They  shaded  their  eyes  and  looked  through. 

Bare,  whitewashed  walls,  a  carpetless  floor, 
an  enormous  carved  chest  and  two  wooden 
bedsteads  was  all  that  was  distinguishable. 

Ilka  laughed. 

"  When  we  come  to  Waldhof  we  lead  the 
simple  hfe—Fritz  and  I." 

"  If  I  had  this  terrace  I  should  never  want 
to  go  away  from  it."  said  Rose.  '•  It  must  be 
coo.  here  on  the  hottest  day.     My  rooms  are 

dreadfully  hot,  but Of  course  they  are  not 

very  good  rooms.     I  cannot  afford  very  eood 
rooms."  '  *" 

She  went  back  to  the  balustrade  and  sat  on 
the  edge  looking  across  to  the  distant  hills. 
A  baby  moon  showed  its  silver  rim  above 
the  Ime  of  one  great  sloping  shoulder,  the 
murmur  of  the  waterfall  sounded  in  her  ears. 
A  straggling  mass  of  honeysuckle  twining  its 
tendrils  amongst  the  wistaria  filled  the  air  with 
sweetness. 

A  new  sweetness  seemed  to  have  crept  into 
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Iter  heart  to-night.  A  shy,  frightened  thing 
thiu  she  was  almost  afraid  to  capture.  What 
-ts  it?  It  was  only  a  touch  of  something 
tcn.l-:-  and  human  :  a  little  kindness,  a  hand 
strruKed  out  in  sympathy. 

S.T  glancfid  at  Ilka. 

How  hal  -he  done  it.?  How  had  she 
s  iciul  !lr-  „nse  of  joyousness  ?  It  seemed 
'S  e.  jc  •♦r  to  spread  happiness  as  it  was 
to  scat  .  .  rose  leaves  which  had  fallen  from 
me  riowcr.-,  in  the  bosom  of  her  dress. 

"  Look !  she  cried,  as  they  fluttered  over 
the  balustrade.  •'  They  fly  down  in  the  dark- 
ness. Now  the  waterfall  has  gathered  them 
into  its  arms." 

Rose  saw  her  raise  her  head  in  a  listening 
attitude. 

"  Do  you  hear  anything  ?  "  she  asked. 

Ilka  nodded. 

"It  is  Rudolf  riding  through  the  forest. 
He  has  been  with  despatches,  and  he  must 
have  ridden  very  fast  to  be  back  so  soon. 
Now  we  lose  the  sound.  No— he  is  passing 
over  the  ground  where  the  pine  needles  lie 
soft  and  thick.  Listen!  Again  we  hear. 
He   is   now   crossing   the   water." 

The  hollow  sound  of  hoofs  striking  on  the 
wooden  planking  of  a  bridge  fell  distinctly  on 
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their  ears.  They  heard  Rudolf  ride  on  into 
the  stable-yard  and  then  the  call  for  his  servant 
to  come  and  take  his  horse. 

Ilka  threw  the  last  of  the  rose  leaves  over 
the  railing. 

"  He  will  go  to  the  restaurant,  and  he  will 
seek  in  the  Speise  Saal  and  the  Lese  Saal 
and  everywhere,  and  we  are  not  there.  Poor 
Rudi ! " 
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CHAPTER  VI 

Rose  always  breakfasted  in  the  garden  unless 
it  rained  or  something  happened  to  prevent 
her.  She  was  out  earlier  than  usual  the  next 
morning,  and  was  sitting  on  the  verandah  wait- 
ing for  her  coffee  and  rolls  when  she  heard  the 
wicket  gate  which  led  from  the  grounds  of  the 
Schloss  into  the  road  below  open,  and  Rudolf 
Scholan  entered  and  came  up  the  steps. 

He  looked  as  though  he  quite  expected  to 
find  her  sitting  there.  He  clicked  his  heels 
together  and  bowed. 

"Good  morning,"  he  said,  smiling. 

"Good  morning,"  she  answered.  "I  thought 
I  was  early,  but  you  are  early  also." 

"It  is  very  pleasant  earliness  for  me,"  and 
he  bowed  again. 

He  looked  very  smart  and  well  turned  out. 
He  did  not  wear  his  hair  cropped  to  the  verge 
of  baldness  in  the  way  that  the  majority  of 
the  officers  did.  A  fair  moustache  was  brushed 
stiffly  back  from  his  upper  lip,  and  he  wore 
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small  side- whiskers  after  the  fashion  in  the 
Austrian  Army. 

"  Early  ?  "  he  repeated.  "  Oh  no,  this  is  not 
early.  Smce  four  hours  the  soldiers  have  been 
drilhng  and  marching.  I  have  done  much 
work  already.  Now  I  play.  The  gniidige 
Frau  permits  me  to  breakfast  with  her.?" 

Rose  smiled  and  said  yes.  It  occurred  to 
her  that  an  Englishman  would  probably  not 
have  made  the  request  on  so  slight  an  acquaint- 
ance. But  there  was  a  delightful  want  of 
self-consciousness  about  Rudolf  that  disarmed 
offence. 

"Do  you  often  come  up  to  the  Schloss  for 
your  morning  coffee.?"  she  asked,  as  Marie 
appeared  with  a  heavily-laden  tray.  Seeing 
that  the  Herr  Baron  and  the  English  lady 
were  sitting  together,  she  distributed  the  cups 
and  saucers  equally  between  them. 

"  I  go  where  my  heart  takes  me.  I  think 
that  I  will  now  find  that  Schloss  Waldhof 
agrees  with  me  very  well." 

He  altered  the  arrangements  of  the  table  so 
as  to  make  them  more  convenient  and  took  off 
the  lid  of  the  honey  jar. 

"You  must  understand  that  I  always  go 
where  my  heart  takes  me.  Where  I  love  I 
go-" 
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It  was  an  ingenuous  way  of  starting  a  new 
acquaintance.     He  continued  glibly  : 

"  I  have  loved  a  great  many  times.  So 
many  times  that  I  cannot  remember  the  names 
of  all  the  ladies  that  I  have  loved."  He  began 
counting  on  his  fingers.     "  There  was  Bertha, 

and  Editha,  and  Theresa,  and  Wilhelmina " 

He  paused.  "Wilhelmina?  No.  I  loved 
not  her  for  long.  She  talk  too  much.  It  is 
not  agreeable  when  a  lady  talk  too  much. 
There  is  iiothing  left  to  do.  No,  she  was  not 
long  for  me.  Quick  march,  pouf!  I  stepped 
away."  He  got  up  and  walked  round  the 
table. 

Rose  laughed.  How  young  and  fresh  he  was, 
with  his  funny  little  ways  of  expressing  himself. 
One  would  never  dream  of  taking  him  seriously  ; 
he  did  not  expect  to  be  taken  seriously. 

"  I  amuse  you .? "  he  said,  as  he  threw  himself 
back  again  in  his  chair.  "  Do  you  think  I  am 
a  strange  animal.?  An  Englishman?  would 
he  not  talk  to  you  so  of  his  loves?" 

"  I  am  sure  he  would  not.  Englishmen  are 
not  confidential  unless  they  know  you  very 
well.     I  was  only  introduced  to  you  yesterday." 

"  Yesterday  !  And  you  are  still  cold,  while 
I — I  love  you!  I  repeat  these  words,  they 
please  me.     I  love  you." 
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He  drew  the  sugar  basin  towards  him 
and  dropped  three  lumps  of  sugar  into  his 
cup. 

"  That  is  not  possible,"  said  Rose,  redden- 
ing. "  You  must  not  say  that.  You  intend 
to  say  that  you  like  me  perhaps.  Thank  you. 
It  IS  very  pretty  of  you  to  say  such  nice 
thmgs. 

"  Like !  What  is  like  in  German  > " 
demanded  Rudolf. 

"  How  can  I  explain  ?  Your  language  is  so 
difficult— impossible  to  translate." 

"Impossible!  It  has  more  reason  than 
yours,"  he  retorted.  "  In  three  days  I  could 
learn  your  grammar,  but  the  pronounciation  ? 
It  IS  without  rule.  You  write  Elephant  and 
pronounce  it  Squirrel."  His  voice  sank  per- 
suasively. ''Td\me,^adtgeFrau?  What 
IS  the  meaning  of  like .?  Does  it  mean  more 
than  to  love.?" 

"No."     Rose  brought  out  the  monosyllable 

very  distinctly.     Rudolfs  blue  eyes  looked  very 

innocent— too  innocent.     "  It  means— the  best 

word    I    can  give   you   in   German   for  it    is 

£ern." 

"That!"  he  exclaimed  contemptuously. 
"  Gci^  !  Then  I  have  no  use  for  that  word 
'like.'     That  is   not  my  meaning.     It  is   not 
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enough  strong.  No,  I  mean  love !  And  there 
is  another  word  I  have  also  iearnt.  Dearling ! 
That  means  a  great  deal  of  love,  does  it 
not?  Love,  Dearling.  Dearling,  Love."  He 
repeated  the  words  several  times  with  great 
satisfaction. 

"Who  taught  you  English.?"  asked  Rose. 
"Oh,  these  words  I  pick  for  myself  since 
yesterday.  I  require  them  at  once.  They 
were  necessary  for  my  conversation.  When 
I  love  a  lady,  I  must  know  how  to  tell  her 
that  I  love  her.  How  does  an  Englishman 
make  love  ?  How  does  an  Englishman  pro- 
pose  to  his  girl.?" 

Without  waiting  for  an  answer,  he  sprang 
to  his  feet,  and,  drawing  his  sword,  he  held 
the  blade  upright  behind  his  back. 

"So!      Will— you—marry— me.?      That  is 
what  he  would  demand  in  a  large  voice.     There 
would  be  no  beginnings  and  endings.     It  would 
be  very  solemn !     And  after  that— I  do  not 
know  what  would  happen.     Does  an  English- 
man amuse  himself  when  he  is  in  love .?    When 
does  the  kissing  begin .?  "  He  broke  off  abruptly 
"Sa^ramenr^      But    I    see    the   Englishman 
approaching    who    is   staying    in   this    hotel. 
He   will   doubtless  wish    to    sit  also  at   this 
table." 
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"I  am  sure  he  won't.  He  will  sit  by  him- 
self. sa.d  Rose.  "We  are  not  a  sociable 
nation  m  the  early  morning." 

Mr  Egerton  made  his  way  to  a  vacant  table 
at  the  extreme  end  of  the  verandah.  Marie 
brought  hin.  his  coffee,  and  also  some  letters 
and  papers  which  had  come  in  by  the  morning 
post.  The  former  he  glanced  over  carelessly, 
and  nppmg  off  the  cover  of  the  Times,  propped 
It  up  against  the  coffee-pot  and  disappeared 
behmd  its  pages. 

Rudolf  raised  his  eyebrows. 

"  Have  you  been  quirrelling  with   the   Mr 
Englishman  }  " 

"  Quirrelling  ?     No,  I  have  not  been  quarrel- 
img.     What  makes  you  think  so  ?  " 

"Because  he  sit  so  far  away.  That  is  in- 
comprehensible to  me.  If  I  were  to  find  a 
lady  so  charming  of  my  own  country,  I  would 
sit  near  beside  her.  More  near  than  I  now 
sit  with  you."  His  interest  in  Mr  Egerto 
deepened.  •'  Is  it  the  custom  for  an  English- 
man to  read  the  journal  so  at  breakfast  .> 
Would  his  wife  allow  him  to  retire  his  head 
m  such  a  manner  if  she  were  present  > " 

"He    would    do    it    without    asking    her  " 
answered  Rose,  laughing. 

"^cA,    wie    langweilich!     1    perceive    now 
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why  the  Engh'sh  journals  are  of  such  a  large 
size."  He  put  his  head  on  one  side  and  looked 
at  Mr  Egerton  critically.  •'  This  Englishman 
now  ?  Do  you  find  him  a  pretty  man  ?  I  see 
that  he  wears  a  moustache,  but  he  does  not 
wear  cotolettes.  Is  it  not  the  fashion  in  England 
to  wear  cotolettes  ?  " 

"  Cutlets  ? "  repeated  Rose  blankly. 

Rudolf  passed  his  hand  over  his  neatly- 
trimmed  side-whiskers. 

"These  are  cotoUttei"  he  said.  "Your 
officers  do  not  wear  them.  No  .'*  You  do  not 
like  them  ?  Oh  yes,  I  observe  quickly.  I 
perceive  that  you  do  not  like  them." 

He  was  lost  in  thought  for  a  few  seconds, 
then  he  sighed. 

"  You  answer  nothing,  therefore  I  know  of 
a  certainty  you  do  not  like  my  coto- 
lettes" 

Rose  was  crumbling  down  a  piece  of  roll, 
and  feeding  the  sparrows  who  were  hopping 
about  on  the  flagged  stones  close  by. 

"  It  is  only  a  fashion,"  she  said  evasively. 

But  hi  demanded  a  more  explicit  answer. 
Did  she,  or  did  she  not  like  his  coto- 
lettes ? 

She  declined  to  be  drawn  into  a  discussion. 
It  was  a  matter  of  fashion. 
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"And  I  have  not  time  to  argue  about  it," 
she  added,  "  because  I  have  finished  my  break- 
fast, and  I  must  go  away  now." 

•'  Go  away ! "  Rudolf  jumped  to  his  feet. 
"  Why  do  you  go  away  ?  I  find  it  very  agree- 
able to  talk  to  you." 

"  I  always  take  my  little  boy  for  a  walk  now, 
before  it  gets  too  hot." 

Rudolf  bowed. 

"  With  your  permission  I  accompany  you." 

As  he  had  taken  the  permission  for  granted, 
she  could  not  say  anything.  They  passed  down 
the  steps  of  the  verandah,  and  disappeared 
amongst  the  luxuriant  foliage  of  the  garden. 

Mr  Egerton  was  apparently  engrossed  in 
the  pages  of  his  newspaper,  but  he  saw  them 
go.  A  movement  of  his  hand  upset  the  balance 
of  the  Times,  and  it  fell  over  sideways  into 
the  honey. 

He  picked  it  up,  but  the  honey  stuck  to 
his  fingers.  He  -vas  tearing  off  the  smeared 
edges,  when  he  heard  his  name  called,  and 
looked  round. 

"Charles!"  he  murmured.  "What's  he 
doing?" 

A  wooden  corridor,  partly  covered  in  with 
glass,  and  from  which  the  Wasser  Kur  baths 
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right  angles  with  the  verandah,  and  from  one 
of  the  open  windows  a  face  peered  anxiously. 

Mr  Ridley  was  trying  to  make  his  voice 
sound  as  unobtrusive  as  possible. 

"Myles !  "  he  called  cautiously.  "  I  want 
the  German  dictionary.  Do  you  know  where 
it  is  ?  " 

"The  German  dictionary?  What  are  you 
going  to  do  with  the  German  dictionary  in 
your  bath?" 

"  I  want  to " 

The  voice  ceased  abruptly,  and  the  head 
vanished.  There  was  the  sound  of  a  heavy 
footfall,  and  the  swish  of  a  woman's  skirts. 
Frau  Wolff,  in  a  morning  negligiey  which 
floated  out  from  the  bountiful  curves  of  her 
figure  like  the  full  sails  of  a  ship,  was  seen 
approaching.  She  carried  a  bath -towel  in 
her  hand,  with  which  she  was  making  signs 
towards  the  window  wher^  Mr  Ridley's  head 
had  protruded  the  instant  before. 

"  I  komm,  I  komm.  I  also  am  about  to  take 
ze  bass.  I  speaks  Ingleesh,"  she  cried  as  she 
drew  nearer. 

Myles  gulped  down  the  las  ^f  his  coffee, 
and,  seizing  his  letters,  fled. 

Charles  had  bolted  back  like  a  rabbit  into 
its  burrow,  but  the  corridor^  was  practically  an 
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impasse  terminating  with  the  last  bathroom. 
He  rattled  the  handle.  The  door  was  locked 
An  angry  voice  stormed  gutturally  from  within 
Frau  Wolff  had  entered  the  corridor,  and 
was  gaming  on  him.  The  solid  tread  of  her 
sandal- bound  feet  sounded  every  moment 
growmg  nearer,  and  with  nervous  fingers  he 
buttoned  up  the  collar  of  his  coat  to  disguise 
the  fact  that  he  was  shirtless. 

Such  modest  panderings  to  the  proprieties 
were  entirely  thrown  away  upon  his  pursuer 
In  a  Wasser  Kur  establishment  such  as 
Schloss  Waldhof  any  dress  was  permissible 
durmg  the  morning  hours,  and  Frau  Wolffs 
own  costume  was  of  the  airiest. 

She  smiled  encouragement  as  she  came  to 

a  standstill  in  front  of  him  and  Charles  plucked 

up  courage.     Surely  he  might  feel  safe  with 

any  one  so  fat  and  ugly,  and  she  spoke  English. 

Her  smile  broadened. 

"  You  wish  for  to  take  ze  bass .?  "  she  said. 
"  It  vill  be  a  great  pleasure  to  me  to  help  you 
to  take  ze  bass.  Ingleesh  people  is  very  fond 
of  bassmgs  and  of  all  kind  of  cleanliness." 

Charles  felt  that  he  was  blushing.  Did  she 
mean  to  infer  that  they  were  to  bath  together  ? 
But  the  joy  of  finding  some  one  who  could 
speak  his  own    language    overcame  his  shy- 
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ness.  He  could  at  any  rate  tell  her  of  his 
difficulties. 

•'  I  have  been  trying  to  explain  about  the 
temperature  of  my  bath,"  he  said.  "  It  is  very 
awkward,  because  the  person  who  looks  after 
the  baths  is  a  woman.  I  can't  get  her  to 
understand  that  I  don't  want  her.  She  won't 
leave  me  alone.  She  follows  me  about  with  a 
thermometer." 

Frau  Wolff  nodded  energetically,  until  the 
top  knot  of  hair  over  her  forehead  almost  fell 
into  her  eyes. 

"  But  yes,  of  course,  it  is  a  woman  who  gives 
ze  bass.  She  is  a  very  goot  woman  for  ze 
bass." 

"  But  will  you  kindly  explain  to  her  that  I 
don't  wish  her  to  bath  me?"  said  Charles. 
"And  that  I  like  the  water  hot.  I  turned 
it  on  myself,  but  she  turned  it  off  again.  She's 
in  my  bathroom  now  with  her  thermometer, 
and  I  can't  get  her  cut." 

"Ja,jaf"  exclaimed  Frau  Wolff  "But 
I  vill  assist  you  vis  pleasure,"  and  followed 
by  Charles  she  swept  along  the  corridor  to 
where  one  of  the  doors  stood  ajar.  Sounds 
like  those  of  an  angry  hen  scratching  about 
in  its  desecrated  nest  were  heard  from  within. 

Frau  Wolff  called  out  something  in  German, 
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and  a  yellow- faced  woman  with  oily  curls 
bobbing  against  her  cheek  bones  thrust  h 
head  through  the  opening  of  the  door.  She 
held  a  large  thermometer  in  one  hand  and  I 
massage  brush  in  the  other,  with  which  she 
gesticulated  violently. 

«r^t'\^"^  nervously  in  the  background 
straining  h.s  ears  to  undersund  what  fhe  w« 
saying.  The  only  word  he  could  make  "^ 
attempt  to  repeat  was  "Ge/airm"         ^ 

.•What  does  that  meanf  Th?:^";'- 
■ng  .t  over  and  over  again.     She  shakes  the 

Frau  Wolff  threw  out  her  hands  and  rolled 
up  her  eyes  despairingly.  '*** 

"^f*.  I  know,  but  ze  Ingleesh  of  it  I  H„ 
not  translate."  Then  with  I  cry  ^  1^° 
she  clasped  the  pocket  of  her  /«>«,,>£, 
drew  out  a  small  red  book.  ••  ZTj  . 
stoopid?  Am,no.asheep.-.shem:rm„rr 
urnmg  over  its  pages.  "Breaking  my  head 
to  remember,  ven  all  zese  times^I  haf  ze 
dictionary  v.s  vich  I  vas  translating  ze  con! 
versation  of  ze  Herr  n,,„„  ._j  .  *,     .  "" 
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the  pages  marked  G.,  and  turning  to  Charles 
thrust  the  book  under  his  nose. 

••  Ge/nAr/tcA—D3ingerous ! " 

*>ja,  ja  !  "  screamed  the  bath-woman.  She 
plunged  the  thermometer  into  the  bath,  and 
with  the  water  dripping  from  it  shook  it  in 
Charles's  face. 

••  Dangerous !  Rubbish ! "  he  exclaimed.  He 
turned  on  the  water  and  held  his  finger  under 
the  tap.     "  It  isn't  even  tepid." 

••  Gefdhrlich  !  "  shrieked  the  bath-woman,  and 
she  rushed  forward  to  turn  the  water  off  again. 

Charles's  meekness  vanished.  H  e  knew  now 
what  she  was  talking  about.  He  was  not 
going  to  be  bullied  by  any  woman  into  having 
a  tepid  bath  when  he  wanted  a  hot  one. 

He    took    her    by    the    shoulders    in    his 

excitement. 

"  I  don't  care  whether  it's  dangerous  or  not," 
he  cried.     "  Go  away ! "  and  he  pushed  her  out. 

With  a  dexterous  twist  of  her  arm  she 
snatched  the  key  out  of  the  door  in  passing 
and  slammed  it  in  his  face.  Then  she  locked 
him  in  from  the  outside. 

She  shook  her  fist,  and  fetching  a  chair 
planted  it  against  the  door  and  sat  down. 

'^  Gefdhrlich r'  she  kept  muttering.  ''Ge- 
fdhrlich !  " 
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Frau  Wolff  raised  her  voice  reassuringly 
through  the  keyhole. 

••  Haf  no  fears  in  ze  bass,  my  frient.  Zis 
womans  I  vill  make  depart  in  a  few  times. 
I  sends  her  avay.  I  guards  you  my  own  self. 
Haf  no  fears — no  fears  at  all." 

Mr  Ridley  was  allowed  to  have  his  bath  in 
peace,  but  he  had  only  exchanged  one  evil  for 
another.  He  might  have  been  able  to  escape 
from  the  bath  -  woman,  but  there  was  no 
escaping  from  I-'mu  WWlf.  An  hour  later 
Mr  Egerton  sca-  him  sitting  under  a  tree 
with  her  in  the  garden. 

"She'll  pick  his  brains  like  a  hawk,"  he 
thought  uneasily.  "  I  hoped  he  was  safo 
when  he  said  he  was  going  to  give  up 
society." 

He  had  half  a  mind  to  nip  this  undejl  ri;' 
friendship  in  the  bud,  but  a  second  gla^  -  r   a' 
Frau  Wolff  decided  him.     It  was  safer  to  k  ..c  j 
out  of  her  reach. 

Frau  Wolff  never  lost  time  in  preliminary 
skirmishings.  She  began  to  question  Mr 
Ridley  at  once. 

"  Are  you  married  ? "  she  asked.  •'  You  do 
not  vear  ze  ring.  But  Englishmens  do  not 
vear  ze  ring." 

Charles  bridled.    He  had  never  been  spoken 
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to  so  pointedly  on  the  subject  of  matrimony 
before. 

"No,"  he  admitted.  "No  — I  am  not 
man-ied." 

Frau  WoIfFs  beady  black  eyes  scanned  him 
critically. 

"Vy  is  you  not  married.^  Is  it  becos  you 
haf  been  a  bad  boy  zat  no  ones  vill  marry  you  ?" 

Charles  edged  away  from  her.  Foreign 
females  were  certainly  embarrassing.  First 
the  bath-woman,  and  now  this  one  was  asking 
him  questions  he  didn't  know  how  to  answer. 

He  was  beginning  a  stammering  explana- 
tion, but  she  cut  him  short. 

"  Your  frient  ?     He  also  is  not  married  ?  " 

"No,"  said  Charles,  rather  huffily.  His 
own  affairs  were  dismissed  just  as  he  had 
made  up  his  mind  what  to  say. 

Frau  Wolff  had  reasons  of  her  own  for 
being  more  interested  in  his  friend  than  in 
himself. 

"  Nor  is  he — AcA  !  vat  is  ze  vord  I  require  ? 
— verlobt.  Betrothed!  Zat  is  ze  vord.  Is  he 
betrothed  ?     He  look  not  rich." 

"To  my  knowledge  he  is  not  betrothed. 
And  he  is  not  a  poor  man.  My  friend  has 
a  large  fortune — a  very  large  fortune  indeed," 
said  Charles,  who  disliked  misunderstandings. 
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Frau  Wolfif  leant  forward  eagerly. 
"You  know  about  his  moneys?    You  are 
assured  zat  he  is  rich?" 

•'  Certainly  I  know.  I  am  an  intimate  friend 
of  the  family." 

Frau  Wolff  smiled  to  herself. 

••  Ze  young  Baronin  Seybell  knows  of  zese 
moneys.  Ach  mein  Gott,  but  she  is  clever,  ze 
young  Baronin."  She  continued  :  "Headdress 
himself  by  ze  names  of  two  peoples.  I  observe 
his  letters  in  ze  bureau.  Ze  first  of  zese  names 
is  ze  name  of  ze  English  Frau  who  lives  in  zis 
hotel." 

Charles  nearly  jumped  off  his  chair. 

"Dear,  dear!"  he  exclaimed  hurriedly. 
"You  don't  say  so?  What  a  strange  coinci- 
dence—very  strange  indeed." 

"Speak  not  so  fast,"  said  Frau  Wolff  per- 
emptorily.  "And  inform  me  vy  your  frient 
address  himself  in  such  a  manner." 

Charles  moved  uneasily.  The  uncomfortable 
remembrance  that  he  had  been  warned  against 
discussing  his  friend's  affairs  recurred  to  him. 

"Oh  well,  you  see,"  he  began  lamely, 
"some  people  are  always  lucky.  They  get 
fortunes  left  them,  and  — come  into  estates. 
They  seem  to  be  born  with  a  golden  spoon 
in  their  mouths." 
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Frau  Wolff  regarded  him  suspiciously.  She 
shook  her  head. 

"I  onderstand  not  such  golden  spoons.  I 
ask  you  vy  he  address  himself  by  ze  name  of 
ze  English  Frau  ?  " 

Mr  Ridley  looked  round  despairingly.  He 
wished  he  had  the  courage  to  run  away. 

"It  was  a  family  matter,"  he  stammered. 
"  Quite  a  usual  thing  to  do  under  the  circum- 
stances.    His  mother " 

"Ah!  So,  so.  I  onderstand.  But  yes,  I 
onderstand.  Zere  vos  a  —  ahem  a  scandal, 
nicht  wahr}  You  haf  such  sings  in  England? 
Shockeeng!  Shockeeng!"  She  leant  nearer 
him  and  shook  her  finger  in  his  face. 
"Shockeeng!     Shockeeng!"  she  repeated. 

"  Not  at  all  I    Not  at  all !  "  exclaimed  Charles, 
retreating  as  she  advanced.     "  I   assure  you 
there  was  nothing — nothing  of  what  you  seem 
to  imagine.     You  misunderstand  me  entirely. 
Mr  Egerton  has  always  been  a  rich  man.     His 
father  was  a  rich  man.     His  grandfather  was 
a  rich  man.     He  only  inherited  this  property 
of  his  mother's  recently.     And  it   is   quite   a 
usual  thing  to  have   to  adopt  a  family  name 
on  such  occasions.     I    assure  you   there   was 
nothing  —  nothing     shocking     about      it     at 
all." 
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His  staccato  voice  rose  several  tones  higher 
with  excitement.  He  took  out  his  pocket-hand- 
kerchief and  mopped  his  forehead.  He  was 
feeling  very  hot  and  uncomfortable. 
^^  "I  really  had  to  explain."  he  murmured. 
"  I  could  not  allow  such  a  misapprehension  to 
remain  in  her  mind." 

Frau  Wolff  leant  back  in  her  seat  and  folded 
her  hands.  What  a  lot  of  interesting  things 
she  had  found  out.  She  ruminated  over  them 
pleasantly.  She  half  shut  her  eyes  and  looked 
as  if  she  had  gone  to  sleep.  She  was  so  auiet 
that  Mr  Ridley  thought  she  had.  He  was 
sidling  away  from  her  with  the  idea  of  escaping 
unobserved  when  she  woke  up  again. 

"  I  thought  of  going  for  a  walk,"  he  said 
hurriedly/and  took  out  his  watch.  "  The  Cure 
insists  upon  a  sharp  walk  in  the  morning 
and  twenty  minutes  rest  before  the  midday 
meal." 

"Ach,  ze  Kur,  ze  Kur,"  sighed  Frau  Wolff. 
"I  also  make  ze  walk  every  day,  so  as  to 
become  more  sneagre.  but  1  go  not  to-day. 
I  remain  to  sink."  She  tapped  her  forehead 
significantly.  "  I  sink  of  all  ze  sings  you  haf 
tell  me." 

Qualms  of  conscience  accompanied  Charles 
on   his  constitutional.      He    tried    to   hearten 
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himself  with  the  consolation  that  Myles  and 
Frau  Wolfif  were  not  acquainted. 

"  But  she'll  find  a  way  of  getting  to  know 
him  if  she  wants  to,"  he  thought  uneasily,  and 
the  reflection  was  not  comforting. 


Ml 


CHAPTER  VII 

Rudolf  was  hardly  out  of  earshot  of  the 
verandah  before  he  surprised  Rose  by  changing 
his  mind  about  going  for  a  walk. 

He  had  remembered  an  important  engage- 
ment, he  told  her  gravely,  and  tried  to  extract 
a  promise  that  he  would  find  her  in  the  garden 
on  his  return. 

But  she  would  give  no  promise;  and  he 
departed,  vowing  that  she  could  not  possibly 
hide  from  him  and  that  he  would  search  in 
every  direction  until  he  found  her. 

After  he  had  gone,  she  spent  an  unprofitable 
quarter  of  an  hour  hunting  for  Benjie  and 
Leopoldina.  They  could  not  be  found  any- 
where. Then  it  occurred  to  her  that  they 
might  have  gone  to  th-  dairy,  and  she  turned 
her  steps  in  that  direction. 

The  dairy  was  a  source  of  great  interest 
to  Benjie.  He  was  sometimes  allowed  to  turn 
the  handle  of  the  butter  machine  and  to  dabble 
his   fingers  in  the  big  wooden   trough   which 
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stood  outside  the  door  where  the  /dimmer 
Made/tens  scoured  their  churns  and  washed 
their  yellow  milk  dishes. 

The  Zimmer  Mcidchens  made  a  picturesque 
group  under  the  shade  of  the  trees,  pattering 
in  and  out  of  the  dairy  with  their  bare  feet : 
bright  coloured  handkerchiefs  were  knotted 
ever  their  thickly  braided  hair,  and  the  full 
sleeves  of  their  white  bodices  were  drawn  up 
from  their  sun-browned  arms. 

They  were  very  busy,  but  when  they  saw 
the  English  lady,  one  of  them  volunteered 
the  information  that  Leopoldina  had  gone  to 
fetch  a  glass  of  milk  for  the  Kitidchen,  and 
that  the  Kindchen  was  playing  on  the  grass 
round  the  corner  of  the  house. 

Following  the  direction  to  which  she  pointed. 
Rose  heard  the  sound  of  children's  voices,  and 
was  just  in  time  to  catch  sight  of  a  boy  with 
very  fat  legs  disappearing  in  the  distance,  and 
to  see  her  son  collapse  on  to  the  ground  in 
a  state  of  exhaustion.  Clasped  in  his  arms 
was  a  puppy  of  a  few  weeks  old. 

She  knelt  down  beside  him  on  the  grass. 
"  How  hot  you  are,"  she  said  reproachfully. 
"What  have  you  been  doing.?" 
A  flushed  little  face  looked  up  at  her. 
'*  I've  been  fightin'  wis  Franz." 
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"So  I  thought." 

Rose  looked  after  the  disappearing  figure. 
Franz  was  the  son  of  the  Frau  Hauptman, 
one  of  the  officers'  wives. 

"But  I  don't  like  you  to  fight,  and  Franz 
would  not  fight  unless  you  made  him.  He's 
too  big  for  you  to  fight  with." 

Benjie's  cheeks  flushed  still  hotter. 

"  But  I  haven't  been  knocked  down,  muvver. 
I'm  only-only  takin'  a  rest."  he  explained, 
with  a  httle  pant  of  anxiety  between  each 
breath. 

Rose  smiled.  She  picked  up  his  hat  which 
was  lying  on  the  grass  and  put  it  on  his  head. 

"  Yes,  I  saw  you  as  I  came  round  the  corner. 
But  what  were  you  fighting  about  ?  " 

"Franz  pinched  the  puppy, "  exclaimed  Benjie. 
"He  kept  on  pinchin',  pinchin',  pinchin'.  An' 
It's  the  dearest,  darlin'st  puppy.  Mayn't  I 
has  it  to  sleep  wis  me.  muvver,  'stead  os  Curly 
Kate  ?  When  I  hug  it  tight  it  squeaks,  'cos 
it  loves  me  so." 

"I  think  it's  squeaking  because  you're 
hugging  it  too  tight.  And  look !  It's  hungry. 
It's  trying  to  eat  my  gloves.  Suppose  we 
give  it  to  Leopoldina  to  take  back  to  the 
farm.?     Here  she  comes  with  the  milk." 

He  reluctantly  allowed    the    puppy   to    be 
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taken  from  him,  and  to  console  him  for  its 
loss,  he  was  given  a  letter  of  his  mother's  and 
told  he  might  come  to  the  post-office  with  her 
and  put  it  into  the  box  himself. 

The  village  of  Waldhof  boasted  of  only  one 
shop,  which  served  a  variety  of  purposes.  On 
one  side  of  the  door  was  the  post-office  and 
general  store ;  on  the  other,  was  a  small 
compartment  where  the  Friseur  carried  on 
his  business.  It  was  a  very  profitable  business. 
With  so  many  soldiers  in  the  camp  he  was 
kept  well  employed. 

'^he  flimsiest  rag  of  a  curtain  draped  the 
division  between  the  two  departments — and 
after  dropping  the  letter  into  the  box,  and 
seeing  that  his  mother  was  engaged  in  writing 
something  on  a  slip  of  paper  at  the  post- 
master's desk,  Benjie  tiptoed  across  to  where 
hung  the  curtain,  and  peeped  through. 

The  Friseur  caught  sight  of  the  curly  head 
pressed  against  the  muslin  and  called  out 
cheerily : 

' '  Guien  tag ?    Guten  tag?" 

He  flourished  his  soapy  razor  in  one  hand 
and  pulled  aside  the  curtain  with  the  other. 

Benjie  danced  up  and  down  on  the  creaky 
boards,  and  Rose  looked  round  to  see  what 
he  was  doing. 
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Through  the  open  door  she  saw  a  white- 
sheeted  figure  sitting  in  front  of  a  shampooing 
basm,  and  reflected  in  the  mirror  overhead  was 
an  upturned  face  lathered  from  chin  to  brow. 
She  hastily  returned  to  her  writing. 
•'  GnddigeFrau  /  "  cried  a  gay  voice  from  the 
other  side  of  the  curtain. 

Rose  bent  her  head  over  the  desk  and  pre- 
tended  not  to  hear. 

It  did  not  shock  Rudolf  in  the  smallest 
degree  to  find  that  a  lady  of  his  acquaint- 
ance saw  him  being  shaved,  and  although  he 
received  no  answer,  he  continued  to  make 
remarks  through  the  curtain. 

When  the  Friseur  had  finished,  he  threw 
back  the  white  sheet  in  which  he  had  been 
wrapped,   and   picking  up  a   brush   carefully 
dusted    the    collar  of   his    tunic.      He  leant 
forward  and  looked  at  himself  critically  in  the 
mirror  above  the  shampooing  basin. 
"  Goot !  "  he  said,  nodding. 
He  gave  the   Friseur  twenty  AeUers  more 
than   his   charge;    and   the  next  minute  was 
standing  beside  the  desk  in  the  post-office. 

Rose  was  counting  over  some  change.  She 
put  the  money  into  her  purse  before  turning 
round.  She  looked  at  him.  and  then  looked 
again. 
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••What  is  the  matter  with  you?  What 
have  you  done  to  yourself?"  she  asked,  in  a 
puzzled  voice. 

Rudolf  was  smiling.  He  appeared  to  be 
very  well  pleased.  He  ran  his  fingers  gently 
down  the  side  of  his  cheek. 

'•  The  cotoUttes  is  gone !  What  you  do  not 
like  is  no  more  for  me."  He  pointed  back- 
wards over  his  shoulder.  "  I  leave  them  with 
the  Herr  Friseur." 

"  Oh,  but  why  have  you  done  such  a  thing?" 
cried  Rose.  "I  wish  you  hadn't.  I— I  don't 
like  it.  Your  face  is  so  brown  and  the  shaved 
places  look  dreadful — little  white  patches.  Oh, 
I  wish  you  hadn't  done  it." 

"/^mwtf//"  exclaimed  Rudolf.  "I  do  this 
thing  for  you.  I  make  myself  English,  and  it 
is  of  no  use.  How  am  I  to  give  pleasure  to 
you 


out  his  arms  dramatically.     "  What  am  I  to  do 

now  ?  " 

"  Don't  knock  me  down,"  said  a  quiet  voice 

from  behind. 

Wheeling  round,  Rudolf  found  Mr  Egerton 
had  entered  the  shop  unobserved.  Without 
a  moment's  hesitation  he  plunged  into  an 
explanation.     What  he  had  done,  why  he  had 


? "     He  took  a  step  backwards  and  threw 
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done  it,  and  the  unsatisfactory  result  of  his 
experiment. 

Rose  watched  Mr  Egerton's  face  as  he 
listened.  She  was  not  quite  sure  but  that 
under  the  quiet  of  his  manner  he  was  not 
laughing  at  the  impetuosity  of  the  young  Baron. 
She  did  not  wish  Rudolf  to  be  laughed  at. 

"You  have  paid  me  a  great  compliment, 
Herr  Baron,"  she  said,  smiling,  and  the  sweet- 
ness of  the  smile  sent  Rudolfs  spirits  up  with 
a  bound. 

"Achf  but  the  sun  shines  again,"  he  cried. 
M  am  rewarded.  I  please  you.?  I  am  more 
English.?" 

"  No,  you  are  not  a  bit  English.  You  are 
quite,  quite  Austrian.  I  don't  believe  an 
Englishman  would  have  cut  off  his  whiskers 
to  please  me." 

She  called  Benjie,  and  making  a  little  sweep- 
ing  bow  which  included  the  Postmaster  and 
the  Fnseur  and  Mr  Egerton,  she  left  the  shop 
followed  by  Rudolf. 

"A  nasty  one  for  me,"  murmured  Myles  as 
he  laid  a  krone  piece  down  on  the  counter  and 
waited  for  his  stamps. 

Outside  in  the  village  street  Rudolf  took  off 
his  hat  and  walked  in  the  hottest  part  of  the 
road. 
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"I  go  in  the  sun,"  he  said.  "  It  is  necessary 
that  my  face  should  become  of  one  colour." 

"  And  get  a  sunstroke,"  remonstrated  Rose. 

*'  Pouf!  Not  at  all.  No  strokes  go  through 
my  head.     It  is  too  hard." 

It  was  only  a  few  minutes  walk  from  the 
village  to  the  Schloss.  Under  ;he  trees, 
exactly  where  Charles  Ridley  had  left  her,  sat 
Frau  Wolff.  She  was  like  a  large  black  spider 
waiting  for  its  prey. 

She  saw  the  returning  trio  before  they  saw 
her,  and  heaving  herself  out  of  her  chair  she 
waddled  down  the  path  to  meet  them. 

Rudolf  was  the  first  to  scent  danger.  With 
a  sudden  exclamation  he  caught  up  Benjie  by 
the  arms,  and  swinging  him  on  to  his  shoulder 
darted  behind  a  syringa  bush.  He  made 
violent  grimaces  at  the  approaching  figure 
through  the  branches,  and  besought  Rose  in  a 
loud  whisper  to  fly  whilst  there  was  yet  time. 

"That  woman  of  a  Jew,"  he  hissed  through 
his  teeth.  '' Himmel!  but  she  is  colossal. 
She  will  devour  us.  If  she  catch  us  we  will 
never  escape.  Fly,  gnddige  Frau  !  There  is 
yet  time." 

"  Hush !  "  whispered  Rose.  "  It's  no  use,  she 
has  seen  me — she'll  follow.  I'll  say  something 
to  her  and  then  perhaps  she'll  go  back." 
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"  I  know  nothing  about  it,"  said  Rose,  and 

taking  advantage  of  an  opportune  moment  she 

slipped  past.     Sht.  gave  no  ti  ne  for  pursuit,  but 

walked  on  quickly  into  the  Schloss.     On   the 

hall  table  the  Visitors'  Book  lay  open.     The 

last  entry  stared  her  in  the  face : 

M.  Trevor  Egerton.)  t, 

■England. 


C.  E.  Ridley. 
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CHAPTER  VIII 

"A   HcN.c?      And  you   want  me  to  come? 
rlow  nice  of  you !  " 

Rose  was  leaning  over  the  balcony  answer- 
ing a  question  which  had  been  called  up  to  her 
from  the  garden  below.  Looking  down  into 
Ilka  Rentiers  upturned  face  she  saw  her  put 
her  finger  to  her  lips.  She  understood.  It 
was  not  advisable  to  raise  one's  voice  in  the 
vicinity  of  Frau  Wolff's  hearing. 

"I  will  come  down  and  talk  to  you."  she 
called  softly. 

Ilka  was  waiting  for  her. 

"I    had    almost    forgot    that    Monster    of 
Curiosity. '   she   said.     •'  Before  long  she  will 
provide  herself  with  a  telescope  and  an  Apparat 
for  listening  throu       closed  doors.     I   do  not 
wish  all  the  Gese'lschaft  of  the  hotel  to  come 
to  this  picnic.       Therefore  I  do  not  speak  of 
It  very  loud.     Vilma  will  come.     She  is  a  cat 
but  some  of  the  officers  they   find  her  agree- 
able, so    I    must    invite    her.     You    will    be 
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charmed  with  the  place  to  which  we  go.  It 
is  high  up  in  the  Schulterthal.  There  is  a 
restaurant  where  they  give  you  all  manner  of 
eatings  of  the  country.  It  is  most  picturesque 
and  beautiful.  You  walk  well  ?  The  road  is 
wild  in  some  places." 

Rose  glanced  at  Ilka's  little  French  shoes 
and  high  heels. 

"  I  think  I  could  manage  the  walking,"  she 
said.     "  When  do  vrz  start  ? " 

"In  one  hour  from  now  :  we  will  meet  at 
my  lodgment.  I  have  also  asked  the  English- 
man, Mr  Egerton.  My  husband  and  Rudolf 
are  just  now  at  the — what  yoM  call  it  i* — shooting 
exercises  of  the  soldiers,  but  they  meet  with  us 
at  the  restaurant.  I  go !  Do  not  be  late.  The 
wife  of  the  Herr  Hauptman  also  accompanies 
us,  and  she  is  always  in  great  haste  when  she 
climbs  a  mountain.  She  has  the  legs  of  an 
ostrich." 

In  spite  of  the  warning  to  be  punctual,  at 
twenty  minutes  past  the  time  arranged  for 
starting  Rose  had  not  made  her  appearance 
at  the  Rentiers'  quarters. 

"What  am  I  to  do?"  whispered  the  Grafin 
to  Mr  Egerton.  "You  perceive  that  the  wife 
of  the  Herr  Hauptman  is  mo^t  anxious  to 
start.?" 
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The  lady  who  was  credited  with  having  the 
legs  of  an  ostrich  was  showing  visible  signs  of 
impatience.  She  carried  a  large  stick,  and  her 
skirts  were  fastened  up  very  high  with  many 
loops  and  buttons. 

"  Would  you  like  me  to  wait  for  Mrs  Trevor 
and  bring  her  on.?"  suggested  Myles.  "I 
know  the  way  to  the  place.  I  was  up  there 
yesterday." 

Ilka's  eyes  danced,  and  she  laughed  up  in  his 
face.  Vilma  was  standing  near  and  heard 
what  he  said. 

'•  Excellent !  "  and  turning  to  her  guests  she 
said :  "  The  English  lady  has  doubtless  been 
detained.  The  Herr  Egerton  waits  to  accom- 
pany her,"  and  she  marshalled  her  party  into 
walking  line. 

Myles  went  back  to  the  Schloss,  but  he 
could  see  no  sign  of  Rose  anywhere.  She 
would  be  obliged  to  pass  through  the  hall  on 
her  way  out  of  the  house,  so  he  sat  down  to  wait 
for  her.  The  Visitors'  Book  lay  on  the  table 
beside  him,  and  he  began  idly  to  turn  over  the 
leaves. 

He  was  not  giving  much  thought  to  what  he 
was  doing,  when  he  heard  a  voice  at  his  elbow. 
He  found  he  was  being  addressed  by  Frau 
Wolff.  ^ 
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I  also  haf 


"You  make  a  seek  in  ze  book? 
make  seeks  in  zis  book." 

Myles  rose  at  once  and  made  way  for  lier. 

"  I  am  not  using  the  book,"  he  said. 

Frau    Wolff  took  a  step   to   one   side  and 
baulked  his  intention  of  getting  away. 

"  Is  it  ze  name  of  ze  Ingleesh  Frau  vich  you 
seek  in  ze  book  ?  " 

Myles  met  her  inquisitive  gaze  stolidly. 

"  I  was  not  looking  for  any  one's  name,"  he 
said,  and  again  tried  to  move  away. 

Frau  Wolff  fired  a  point-blank  question  at 
him : 

"Ze  Ingleesh  Frau  is  parents  wis  you,  nicht 
wahr}" 

All  family  connections,  according  to  her  under- 
standing of  English,  came  under  the  class  of 
parents.  It  was  a  word  that  she  prided  her- 
self upon  being  able  to  translate. 

Myles's  face  remained  expressionless.  He 
did  not  attempt  to  answer. 

A  gleam  came  into  her  little  black  eyes. 

"You  say  nodding.  I  also  speak  of  zese 
sings  to  ze  English  Frau  and  she  say  nodding. 
But  ze  names  are  in  zis  book." 

Myles  was  inwardly  very  angry.  She  was 
a  meddlesome,  impertinent  woman. 

Frau  Wolff  tapped  the  book  impatiently 
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..."  \f^  '1^°^  y°"  ^^t  't  is  true."  she  exclaimed. 
I  villfind  ze  names." 

A  footfall  sounded  on  the  stairs.  He  turned 
to  sec  Rose  hesitating^  on  the  lowest  step.  She 
was  looking  at  him  in  surprise. 

Frau  Wolff  was  bending  over  the  book.  He 
passed  noiselessly  behind  her  back  and  crossed 
the  hall. 

"  Let  us  escape,"  he  said. 

Rose  walked  on  towards  the  open  door,  and 
he  followed.  The  courtyard  was  deserted,  and 
in  a  few  minutes  they  had  gained  the  shelter  of 
the  woods. 

Myles  looked  back  at  the  Schloss. 
"It's  not  worth  while  being  angry,"  he  said, 
but  what  a  detestable  woman  !  " 
"  Yes,"  answered  Rose. 
He  glanced   at   her  quickly.      She   looked 
lushed  and  as  though  something  had  happened 
o  disturb  her.     The  disquieting  idea  occurred 
to  him  that  perhaps  she  was  annoyed  at  his 
having  thrust  his  society  upon  her.     He  ex- 
plained  the  circumstances. 

"  Thank  you  for  waiting,"  she  said.     "  I  was 
sorry  to  be  late,  but— I  could  not  help  it  " 

He  was  still  doubtful  as  to  whether  she  was 
annoyed  with  him  or  not. 

The  morning  was  close  and  sultry,  and  under 
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the  thick  canopy  of  the  pines  the  lijjht  was  soft 
and  (Hm  as  twilij^ht.  They  had  now  struck 
into  the  footpath  which  led  up  the  sleep  banks 
ol  tile  Schulterihal,  and  it  j^ra-l'ially  ^rrcwslee[)er 
as  it  twisted  and  turned  between  the  bare, 
straiirht  stems  of  the  trees.  On  the  one  side 
the  ground  rose  precipitously,  on  the  oilier  it 
fell  sheer  down  to  the  banks  of  the  mountain 
stream  which  roared  and  thundered  over  its 
rocky  bed,  dashing  up  volumes  of  spray  as  it 
rushed  along. 

They  climbed  for  som«.  time  in  silence.  On 
a  small  promontory  which  jutted  out  from  the 
bank  Myles  paused,  and  stepping  closer  to  the 
edge,  looked  over. 

"You  ought  to  come  here,  Mrs  Trevor? 
There's  a  waterfall  that's  (juite  worth  seeing." 

She  shook  her  head. 

•'I'm  afraid  I  can't.  I  can't  look  over  a 
precipice." 

He  took  a  step  nearer. 

"Oh  don't!"  she  exclaimed.  "Do  you  knovy 
the  ground  under  your  feet  is  quite  hollow  ?  " 

He  came  back  to  her  side. 

"  They  must  often  have  landslips  here,"  he 
remarked.  "  There's  the  track  of  one  on  the 
other  side.  Do  you  see  where  the  line  of  it 
runs  down  into  the  gorge.?" 
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They  continued  iheir  way.  Ros«  was  very 
silent,  and  Myles  fell  quite  sure  that  she  was 
annoyed. 

riic  patli  still  led  upwards,  then  it  U-.y^an  to 
descend.  It  wandered  on  rather  aimlessly  for 
a  little  while  and  seemed  to  break  off  abruptly. 

"We  have  surely  taken  a  wron^r  turning," 
said  Rose.  They  were  walkinjr  in  sinj/le  file, 
and  she  was  in  advance.  "The  path  stops 
here.     Look!  on  ahead  there  is  nothing." 

"We  have  to  cross  over  to  the  other  side," 
said  Mylcs. 

"  But  I  don't  see  any  bridge." 

"You  will  in  a  minute.  We  can't  see  it 
from  here.  We  have  to  climb  down  to  reach  it. 
Let  me  help  you.  I'll  go  first  and  give  you 
something  to  hold  on  to." 

Si.  was  more  dependent  on  the  arm  which 
held  her  up  than  she  was  aware  of.  It  was  in 
some  places  a  case  of  being  almost  bodily  lifted 
from  one  ledge  of  rock  to  another.  She  was 
rather  breathless  before  she  reached  the  level 
ground  at  the  foot  of  the  cliff. 

"And  here's  the  bridge,"  said  Myles.  "A 
crazy-looking  concern.  I  wouldn'  trust  it  v/ith 
a  flood  on." 

They  crossed  over  to  the  other  side,  where  a 
narrow  stretch  of  grass  ran  for  some  distance 
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along  the  banks  of  the  stream.  Piles  of  timber 
were  stacked  in  long  lines  close  to  the  water's 
edge,  waiting  to  be  floated  down  to  the  lower 
valleys  by  the  winter  floods. 

"  The  next  bit  is  a  pretty  stiflf  pull,"  said 
Myles.  "  I  think  you  had  better  sit  down  here, 
and  rest  ft  r  a  few  minutes." 

"I'm  not  tired,"  she  said. 

"  Oh—I— thought  you  were,"  he  answered. 
"  Or  else— perhaps  you're  not  very  keen  about 
the  walk." 

She  looked  a  little  startled. 
"  Why  do  you  say  that  ?  " 
There  had  been  an  inflection  in  his  voice 
which  she  did  not  quite  understand.  She  had 
somehow  made  up  her  mind  that  this  was  a 
type  of  man  who  would  be  very  unobservant, 
and  not  at  all  sympathetic.  She  wondered  if 
she  had  made  a  mistake. 

She  watched  him.     He  was  brushing  some 
broken  bark  off  one  of  the  piles  of  pine  logs. 
'•  There.     I  think  that  will  make  a  comfort- 
able seat,"  he  said. 

She  sat  down.  She  had  not  intended  to, 
but  it  was  rather  nice  of  him  to  make  a  seat  for 
her.  It  struck  her  how  very  unsociable  she 
had  been,  and  she  felt  that  an  apology  was 
almost  due  to  him. 
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"  I  am  sorry  my  being  late  kopt  yon  back." 
Then  she  thought  of  Vilma.  "  I  am  afraid  I 
have  been  a  very  dull  companion." 

"I  thought  I  was  boring  you,"  he  answered 
simply. 

A  plant  of  wild  gentians  was  growing  in  I'le 
moss  at  her  feet.  She  stooped  and  picked  one 
of  the  flowers  and  played  with  it  absently. 

"I— I  was  worried  about  someth?  4.  Some- 
thing that  happened  just  before  I  started." 

Then  she  regretted  h.*ving  spoken.  It  was 
not  likely  that  he  would  care  whether  she  was 
worried  or  not. 

"I  am  sorry." 

There  was  quite  a  nice  expression  in  his  eyes, 
and  his  voic,i  sounded  interested.  It  surprised 
her  so  much,  that  she  flushed  a  little  and  added 
hurriedly : 

"It  was  only  a  stupid  thing  which  most 
people  would  have  found  amusing,  but— it 
wasn't   to   me." 

"My  little  friend  again?"  asked  Myles. 

"  How  did  you  know  ?  " 

For  the  first  time  since  they  had  started  on 
their  walk  a  smile  crossed  her  face. 

He  was  glad  to  see  the  smile.  She  had  not 
been  bored  with  him  after  all:  she  had  not 
been   thinking   about   him.      There   was    not 
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much  perhaps  to  choose  between  indifference 
and  dislike,  but  he  answered  pleasantly  : 
"  I  expect  he  takes  a  lot  of  running  after." 
Rose  twisted  the  gentian  round  in  her  fingers. 
"  He's  not  really  a  naughty  child,"  she  said 
slowly. 

"  But  full  of  animal  spirits  ? " 

"Yes.  And  so  excitable— just  like  a  little 
whirlwind.     He  loves  making  a  noise." 

"Isn't  that  a  healthy  sign?  I  should  let 
him  take  it  out  that  way." 

Rose  raised  her  hands  and  let  them  fall 
again  with  a  little  gesture  of  despair. 

"  But  I  cannot.  This  kind  of  hotel  life  is 
ruination  to  a  child.  You  cannot  allow  him  to 
get  rid  of  his  superfluous  vitality  in  the  way 
that  a  child  ought  to  do.  One  has  to  think  of 
other  people." 

"Oh,  I  shouldn't  worry  about  that;  wait 
until  they  complain." 

•'  But  they  have.  I  mean  that's  what 
happened   this  morning." 

He  glanced  at  her.  Her  face  had  clouded 
over  again. 

"  Did  the  little  chap  do  anything  very 
terrible.?"  he  asked. 

She  had  not  intended  to  be  drawn  into 
explanation.     She  wondered  afterwards  how  it 
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came  about  that  he  had  made  her  talk  to  him 
about  herself. 

"  Perhaps  it  was  my  fault.     I  ought  to  have 
more  authority.     He  was  in  one  of  his  wildest 
moods,  smging  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  and 
dancmg  about  all  over  the  place.     How  can 
you  punish  a  little  thing  for  being  happy  ?     Its 
body  IS  so  full  of  life  it  can't  keep  it  in.     There 
was  so  much  noise  that  I  did  not  hear  the  door 
open.     I  looked  round  to  find  the  lady  from 
the  room  below  standing  close  beside  me.     She 
was  so  angry  she  could  hardly  speak,  and  of 
cours<    I  knew  why.     I  apologised.     I  said  I 
was  sorry.     I  scolded  Benjie,  but  she  was  so 
busy  talkmg  she  had  not  time  to  listen.     She 
had  a  beautiful  blue  parasol  in  her  hand  and 
she  waved  it  in  my  face  and  threatened  all 
manner  of  things.      Then   she   dropped   the 
parasol,  and  I  never  noticed  Benjie  pick  it  up 
until  I  heard  the  click  of  the  catch  as  he  opened 
It."  ^ 

Myles  murmured  something  which  she  did 
not  hear. 

"He  ran  out  on  to  the  balcony,  and  the 
parasol  caught  in  the  door-way  and  turned 
outside  in.  There  was  a  dreadful  sound  of 
snapping  wires.  I'm  sure  all  the  spokes  were 
broken.     It  sounds  as  if  it  ought  to  be 
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but  it  wasn't.  She  went  to  the  bureau  and 
complained — and — the  hotel  proprietor  wasn't 
very  nice  about  it." 

"I  wouldn't  worry,"  said  Myles.  "You'll 
find  it'll  blow  over.  She's  made  a  fuss,  and 
now  she'll  settle  down.  Can't  we  appease  her 
with  a  new  blue  parasol  ?  " 

"  It  wouldn't  end  in  one.  I  should  have 
to  go  about  the  world  continually  appeasing 
people  with  blue  parasols.  He's  only  three 
now.     What  will  he  do  when  he  is  older?" 

"School,"  said  Myles,  and  then  saw  that 
he  had  made  a  mistake.  He  tried  to  better 
it.  "Of  course  you'll  hate  giving  him  up. 
He's  a  splendid  little  chap." 

"  It's  not  that."  She  turned  her  head  aside 
and  answered  slowly  :     "  I  would  like  to  give 

him  everything  he  ought   to  have,  but " 

Her  voice  changed — hardened.  "  Hadn't  we 
better  be  moving  on.-*  I  was  forgetting  the 
time,  and  this  cannot  be  interesting  to — a 
stranger." 

"  On  the  contrary,  it  interests  me  very  much." 

He  showed  no  signs  of  wanting  to  move  on. 
He  looked  down  at  the  ground,  and  kept  his 
eyes  fixed  on  his  boots. 

He  spoke  rather  jerkily. 

"Mrs   Trevor,    I've  —  got  a  confession   to 
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make.  I'm  not  a  stranger.  I'm— the  boy— 
wdL^s^a  .atter  of  fact,  ,  .a.e  out  here  to 

She  turned  a  puzzled  face  and  frowned  a 
httle. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  she  asked. 
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CHAPTER   IX 

Myles  picked  up  a  fir  cone  and,  throwing  it 
into  the  stream,  watched  it  sucked  under  by  the 
water  before  he  answered. 

"That  woman  you  found  speaking  to  me 
in  the  hall  while  I  was  waiting  for  you  to 
come  downstairs  —  she  v.  as  very  inquisitive. 
I  don't  know  what  her  reasons  were  or  whether 
she  had  any,  but  she  was  very  much  excited 
about  my  name  in  the  Visitors'  Book — and 
also  yours.  She  had  discovered  a  similarity 
between  thtm.  She  said  she  had  spoken  to 
you  about  it,  and  you  said  nothing.  I  also 
said  nothing,  which  annoyed  her.  You  thought, 
of  course,  that  the  thing  was  a  coincidence  .'*  " 

There  was  no  reply.  Only  a  quick  move- 
ment at  hiL  side  like  the  flutter  of  a  starded 
bird. 

"One  is  apt  to  wait  for  an  opportunity  to 
do  a  thing,  then  something  unexpected  crops 
up  and  forces  you  into  doing  it.  People  like 
Frau  Wolff  have  their  uses." 
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un",n  T  "■''■"^  '"  P"P"'  ''«'•  '°  '«^d  her 
up   to  h.s  point  of  view.     She  would  have 

;:x:e'd  "--'—"^h^p^aj: 

ne«.of-km  he  sa,d,  and  :hen  wished  he  had 
not  blurted  it  out  so  suddenly. 

tJJ'Vf"'  ''^""''  "P  '"'°  ''<='  'heeks  and 
then  died  away  again.  In  a  swift  flash  of 
mtuition  she   understood.     The  remembrance 

to  her  VM  '"^"'""  *''''=''  '''J  l'^*"  done 
to  her  child  swept  over  her.     It  was  this  man 

who  had  stolen  his  birthright. 

"  Do  you  mean  that  you  are  the " 

.  With  a  supreme  elifort  she  checked  the 
impetuous  words  which  rose  .0  her  lips,  but 
he  finished  the  sentence  for  her. 

"  1   am    the    man    whom   you   have  every 
reason  to  hate      Don't  judge  me  hastily."    ^ 
She    struggled    to    regain   her   composure. 
Circumstances  had   trained   her  to  the  habit 
of  self-control.      But  he  would  rather  have 
=een  anger   flash    from   her   eyes  than  hear 
the  coldness  in  her  voice. 
"  I  have  no  intention  of  judging  you."     She 
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looked  down  at  the  blue  gentian  which  lay 
on  her  lap.  Its  bloom  was  already  beginning 
to  darken.  "Mr  Egerton,"  she  said  slowly, 
"  I  don't  think  you  have  behaved  fairly  to  me. 
You  had  no  right  to  make  my  acquaintance 
under  false  pretences." 

He  started. 

•'  Forgive  me,  but  is  that  true  ? " 

'  You  knew  who  I  was,  and  I  did  not  know 
who  you  were." 

It  was  so  very  feminine — a  little  pathetic. 
How  far  had  she  committed  herself?  Tenacious 
of  her  reserve,  had  she  allowed  him  to  see 
be'  uid  the  armour  of  her  defence?  He  had 
known  and  she  had  not.  It  was  all  summed 
up  in  that,  and  he  understood. 

"  My  position  was  a  difificult  one,"  he  said 
gravely.  "Will  you  listen  to  me  for  a  few 
minutes  ?  I  am  sorry  to  have  to  recall  painful 
memories." 

"  Is  it  necessary  ?  "  she  said.     "  Nothing  can 

alter  the  past." 

"It  is  very  necessary.  It  is  to  alter  the 
past  that  I  am  here." 

"  That  can  never  be,"  she  answered. 

He  hated  his  task. 

"  May  I  speak  ?  "  he  said. 

She  acquiesced  silently. 
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"  It  is  nearly  three  years  since  old  Benjamin 
Trevor  died.     Your  husband,  who  was  his  only 
child,  predeceased  him  by  a  few  weeks.     At 
the  time  of  Mr  Trevor's  death  I  was  absent 
from  England,  but  Mr  Ridley,  the  man  who 
IS  with  m.    here  in  Waldhof.  was  present  at 
the  reading  of  his  will.     He  left  everything 
to  my  mother.     The  property  was   to  come 
to  me  at  her  death,  and  I  was  to  take  the 
name  of  Trevor  added  to  that  of  my  own." 
He  paused  for  a  moment. 
"The  will  was  acted  upon  with  the  best 
intentions  becau.se— no  one  knew  the  truth." 
He  saw  the  hands  which  lay  so  near  his 
own  clasp  and  unclasp  each  other  nervously. 
He  heard  her  quick,  irregular  breathing. 

"  No  one  knew  of  my  cousin,  Cyril  Trevor's 
marriage.  No  one  knew  that  when  he  died 
he  left  a  widow  and  child." 

There  was  dead  silence.     Myles  waited  for 
her  to  break  it.  but  she  did  not.     He  watched 
her    hands;    they    :>^ld    him    much.       They 
struggled    to   speak    for   her.     He   went   on 
wishing  his  task  was  finished. 

"Old  Benjamin  Trevor  had  never  told  any 
one  of  his  son's  marriage.     It  was  almost  by 
an  accident  that  the  truth  was  found  out. 
"  Six  months  ago  my  mother  died.     I  was 
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again  out  of  England  at  the  time  and  it  was 
only  lately  that  I  was  able  to  attend  to  business. 
I  found  an  enormous  accumulation  of  papers 
belonging  to  the  old  man  which  had  never 
been  examined,  and  I  asked  Mr  Ridley  to 
help  me.  At  one  time  he  had  been  pi.vatc 
secretary  to  my  uncle,  and  knew  his  ways. 
It  was  he  who  made  the  discovery.  A  packet 
of  letters  was  found  in  the  recess  of  an  old 
desk  where  I  certainly  should  not  have  looked 
myself.  They  were  letters  from  Cyril  Trevor 
to  his  father.  They  told  of  his  engagement, 
and  of  his  marriage.     And " 

For  the  first  time,  his  voice  failed  him. 

"  At  the  end  there  was  a  letter  in — another 
handwriting.  It  was  to  tell  of  his  death,  and 
— of  the  birth  of  his  child. 

"  I  can't  go  on,"  he  said  rather  huskily. 
"  I  don't  want  to  reproach  you,  but  why 
have  you  chosen  to  live  this  life  of  isolation."* 
Why  did  you  never  allow  any  of  us  to  know 
of  your  existence?" 

She  drew  herself  up  with  a  proud  gesture. 

"You  can  know  little  of  the  real  truth  if 
you  can  ask  me  that  question." 

Her  eyes  flashed  now.  He  was  glad.  He 
would  rather  see  her  angry  than  cold.  The 
colour  which  had  such  a  maddening-  trick  of 
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coming  ?nd  ^oing  under  the  dear  skin  flushed 
her  white  cheeks.  He  prided  himself  upon 
being  the  least  susceptible  of  men.  He  pulled 
himself  together  sharply. 

"I  do  know.  I  respect  your  pride;  but 
be  just.  Am  I  to  be  held  responsible  for 
another  man's  sins.?" 

He  saw  her  lips  quiver. 

"You  read  Cyril's  letters  to  his  father. 
You  did  not  see  the  answers  he  received  to 
them." 

"No,  but  I  can  understand.  Don't  speak 
of  them  if  it  pains  you." 

"  I  will  speak.  I  must."  She  threw  up  her 
head.  "  I  am  as  well  born  as  the  Trevors.  U 
I  had  been  some  disreputable  creature  whom 
it  was  a  disgrace  to  acknowl^^dge,  I  could 
not  have  been  treated  worse." 

She  silenced  him  when  he  would  have  spoken 
with  an  imperative  gesture. 

"You  ought  to  know." 

He  had  wanted  to  spare  her,  and  she  would 
not.  She  tried  to  speak  calmly.  He  read 
beyond  the  words  to  the  pain  and  passion: 
the  pent-up  revolt  against  the  wrong  of  these 
three  lonely  years. 

"  You  know  that  I  met  my  husband  abroad— 
that  we  were  in   Italy,  my  aunt  and   I ;  that 
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she  was  my  only  relation,  that  my  marriage 
took  place  at  her  death-bed  at  a  few  hours' 
notice?    The  letters  told  you  that?" 
"Yes." 

••I  hardly  realised  what  I  had  done  until 
it  was  over.  She  died  happy,  thinking  that— 
I  was  happy.  Then  came  the  time  when  those 
other  letters,  from  Cyril's  father,  were  written 
—after  Cyril  har'  told  him  of  his  nianii'.ge. 
They  were  terrible.  The  doubts,  the  insults, 
the  insinuations,  nothing  seemed  to  be  too 
contemptible  to  throw  at  me." 

Myles  raged  inwardly.  She  ought  never 
to  have  known  of  these  things.  Why  had 
Cyril  Trevor  shown  her  the  letters? 

"It  went  on  for  weeks— months.  Then  a 
fever  broke  out  in  tae  little  village  where  we 
were  staying,  and  Cyril  caught  it.  We  had 
been  living  very  quietly.  He  had  never  made 
his  marriage  known,  and  I  —  I  kept  silence 
because  he  wished  it.  He  was  only  ill  for  a 
few  days,  and  he  was  delirious  most  of  the  time. 
Just  at  the  last  he  was  conscious.  He  made 
me  promise  two  things.  To  call  .he  child,  if 
it  were  a  boy,  Benjamin  after  his  father,  and 
that  I  would  write  to  the  old  man  and  say 
that  that  had  been  his  last  wish,  and  plead  for 
forgiveness. 
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"  It  was  terribly  hard  to  do ;  I  felt  so  bitter  • 
I  hated  the  old  man.  He  was  like  a  murderer  j 
but  I  kept  my  promise.  That  was  the  letter 
in  the  strange  handwriting  which  you  found 
amongst  the  others." 

Myles  remembered  every  word  of  that  letter 
Fitiful  m  what  was  said  ;  more  pitiful  still  in 
what  w;is  left  unsaid.  The  dying  appeal  of  the 
weak,  spoilt  man.  to  the  last  throwing  the 
burden  on  her.  He  had  read  it  with  a  lump 
in  his  throat,  not  ashamed  of  the  tears  wliich 
blurred  hfs  sight. 

"  He  answered  that  letter.? " 
"Yes-I  cannot  think  how  any  man  could 
brmg  himself  to  write  such  a  letter  to  a  woman. 
He  knew  that  I  stood  alone.  I  suppose  he 
wanted  to  crush  out  the  knowledge  of  my 
existence.  He  distorted  every  circumstance. 
Everything  was  turned  against  me.  At  the 
end  he  said  that  his  sense  of  justice  to  those 
who  came  after  him  would  not  allow  him  to 
burden  himself  with  the  claims  of  a  child  of 
whom — he  knew  nothing." 

Her  voice  broke  :  she**  stopped.     To  Myles's 
unutterable  dismay  her  composure  broke  down 
She  covered  her  face  with  her  hands  and  sat 
trembling;    struggling    against    the    emotion 
which  was  shaking  her  from  head  to  foot. 
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He  had  never  felt  so  helpless  in  his  life. 
He  did  not  dare  to  comfort  her.  What  could 
he  do  ?  He  did  perhaps  the  only  thing  that 
was  possible.  He  got  up  and  walked  to  the 
end  of  the  bank  and  left  her  to  fight  her  battle 
alone. 

'•  Thank  you, '  she  said,  when  he  came  back. 
She  was  a  little  flushed,  but  quite  composed. 

He  I  oked  up  at  the  lowering  sky. 

"I  u.  .k  we're  going  to  have  a  thunder- 
si»^.'m,"  he  said. 

She  made  a  movement  with  her  hand  to  the 
seat  beside  her,  and  he  sat  down  again. 

"  I  want  to  ask  you  something,"  she  said. 
"  How  did  you  know  that  I  was  at  Waldhof?" 

"I  did  not  know.  I  thought  I  was  never 
going  to  find  you.  The  address  on  the  letters 
helped  me  in  the  first  place,  but  I  lost  trace  of 
you." 

"That  sketch?  You  remember .>  You  had 
been  to  the  place  "^ " 

"  Yes.  I  am  afraid  it  hurt  you  seeing  that. 
I  was  sorry  about  it  afterwards,  because — well 
I  was  almost  sure  I  had  found  you  that  first 
evening." 

"How.?" 

"The  child  told  me  his  name,  and  you  see 
I  was  looking  for  a  little  boy  called  Benjamin." 
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"What  made  you  come  to  Waldhof?" 

"Well,  I  believe "~he  smiled— "I  believe 
it  was  the  Wasser  Kur.  My  friend  Mr  Ridley 
is  rather  fond  of  trying  experiments  in  that 
way.  Odd,  wasn't  it?  I  never  dreamt  of 
finding  you  here." 

"  I  wanted  to  be  lost,"  she  said. 

"  But  you  oughtn't  to  have  been  allowed  to 
get  lost.     Your  own  people " 

"There  was  no  one  to  care.  If  you  are  f^- 
away  and  do  not  answer  letters  and  want  to  be 
lost,  it  is  not  difficult." 

"It  has  al!  been  a  terrible  muddle,"  said 
Myles. 

rie  felt  resentful,  and  that  he  owed  some  one 
a  grudge.  He  was  nervous  too;  for  the  most 
difficult  part  of  what  he  had  to  say  was  still 
unsaid,  and  he  did  not  know  how  she  would 
take  it. 

"  You  know  why  I  wanted  to  find  you  ?  Of 
course  I  give  up  all  claim  to  the  property." 

Her  whole  manner  stiffened,  and  she  drew 
herself  up. 

"  That  is  quite  impossible.  I  cannot  listen 
to  such  a  thing." 

He  had  expected  her  to  say  something  of 
the  kind.     He  did  not  expostulate  or  argue. 
"I'm   sorry."   he   said.     "I'd  hoped   you'd 
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have  been  able  to  see  it  in  the  same  light  as  I 
did — for  the  sake  of  the  boy." 

He  could  not  have  chosen  an  answer  more 
calculated  to  appeal  to  her. 

"How  can  you  be  so  cruel  as  to  say  that ? " 
she  exclaimed.  "  Cannot  you  see  for  yourself 
how  hateful  that  old  man's  money  is  to  me? 
How  he  insulted,  humiliated  me !  I  could  not 
bring  myself  to  touch  it." 

"If  I  died  to-morrow  the  boy  would  step 
into  my  shoes,"  said  Myles.  "  Don't  you  think 
I  have  a  slight  claim  on  him  ?  " 

He  felt  it  was  treading  on  dangerous  ground 
to  put  it  that  way,  but  he  risked  it. 

"  I  cannot  listen,"  she  repeated. 

Her  voice  was  sharp  and  strained  ;  she  clung 
desperately  to  that  ghost  of  the  past.  Three 
years  of  lonely  brooding  over  a  wrong  must 
leave  its  mark,  he  told  himself,  and  he  must 
have  patience.  He  had  gained  a  hearing,  that 
was  all.  But  it  was  something.  He  could 
afford  to  wait. 

No  sound  broke  the  silence  which  fell 
between  them  but  the  rush  of  the  water  as  it 
swept  past ;  the  air  was  hot  and  sultry,  heavy 

with   the    oppressive    g'oom   of   a    gathering 
storm. 

Suddenly,  from  the  cliffs  above  their  heads 
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came  a  curious  call,  like  a  wild  bird's  note.  It 
was  repeated,  echoing  from  side  to  side  of  the 
Thai. 

"  What  is  that  ?  "  asked  Rose. 

Myles  stood  up.  The  call  rang  out  again. 
High  against  the  sky-line  he  distinguished  a 
figure. 

"  It's  young  Scholan,"  he  said.  "  I  expect 
he's  been  sent  to  look  for  us.  The  Grafin 
thinks  we've  lost  our  way." 

He  picked  up  her  gloves  which  had  fallen 
and  gave  them  to  her. 

"  I  hope  you  won't  let  what  I've  said  spoil 
your  day,"  he  said.  "Will  you  try  and  not 
think  about  it  ?  " 

Rudolfs  call  sounded  quite  near  now.  A 
moment  later  they  heard  him  clattering  down 
the  path. 

"  I  will  not  let  it  spoil  any  one's  day,"  she 
answered  quietly. 


'i 


I 


"' '  I. 


H 


i 
• 
1 

' 

■  ;!■•: 

■•i 

i 

.•J 

! 

H 

:   '■  t  • 

!  : 

-    ,1 
J 

i: 


r^L 


ii 


'!  i' 


i 


CHAPTER    X 

It  was  true  that  Rudolf  had  been  despatched 
by  Ilka  to  find  out  what  had  become  of  the 
laggards  of  her  party. 

He  had  started  off  in  a  great  hurry,  but  he 
did  not  hurry  on  the  way  back.  He  found  it 
an  agreeable  task  helping  Mrs  Trevor  to  climb 
the  precipitous  path,  and  as  the  Englishman 
had  fallen  a  few  paces  behind  after  the  first 
start,  he  was  allowed  to  have  it  his  own  way. 

The  restaurant  was  reached  after  half  an 
hour's  stiff  climb.  It  was  a  primitive  little 
place,  merely  a  mountain  chdlet,  perched  on  a 
patch  of  level  ground  beside  a  quaint,  slim- 
spired  church  overhanging  the  Schulterthal. 
A  few  tables  and  chairs  occupied  the  square 
in  front  of  the  door,  and  a  Skittle  Alley,  pro- 
tected by  a  wooden  roof,  ran  along  one  side 
of  the  outer  wall. 

The  view  would  have  been  grand  if  the  day 
had  been  fine,  but  the  clouds  hung  low,  and 
distant  growls  of  thunder  had  been  threatening 

no 
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ominously  for  some  time.  Almost  at  the 
moment  that  they  emerged  from  the  shelter  of 
the  pines  the  heavens  were  torn  asunder  above 
their  heads  and  the  rain  descended  in  a  sudden 
deluge. 

Rudolf  caught  Rose  by  the  hand  uncere- 
moniously and  raced  her  across  the  few  yards 
of  open  space  between  and  the  restaurant. 
He  made  a  dash  for  the  nearest  shelter,  which 
happened  to  be  th<  Skittle  Alley.  Under  its 
broad  roof  they  were  in  safety.  The  rain 
poured  m  its  overhanging  eaves;  it  was 
like  standing  under  a  miniature  Niagara. 

''Gott!  but  it  waters  from  above,"  he 
exclaimed,  shaking  a  great  splash  from  the 
sleeve  of  his  tunic.  "The  Englishman  is 
caught.     He  was  too  proud  to  run." 

Rose  gave  a  sharp  exclamation.  Myles  had 
been  a  little  behind  them.  She  saw  him  cross- 
mg  the  open  ground  which  she  and  Rudolf 
had  traversed  the  minute  before,  and  then  a 
blinding  streak  of  lightning  blotted  out  his 
figure.  A  deafening  crash  of  thunder  followed 
almost  instantaneously.  She  put  up  her  hands 
before  hei  eyes  and  shrank  back  against  the 
wall. 

A  light  laugh  from  Rudolf,  and  she  looked 
up  to  see  Myles  standing  beside  her. 
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"  Lucky  you  escaped  that,"  he  said. 

The  dazzle  of  the  lightning  was  still  in  his 
eyes,  and  it  made  her  face  look  very  white,  he 
thought. 

"  Rudi !  Rudi !  "  called  a  voice. 

A  window  was  thrown  open  and  Ilka  Rentier 
put  out  her  head. 

"Ah!  you  are  all  there.  I  have  been  look- 
ing for  you  many  times.     I  come." 

She  disappeared,  to  appear  a  moment  later 
running  down  some  steps  at  the  further  end  of 
the  Alley,  and  threw  up  her  banc's  at  sight  of 
Rose  standing  in  a  pool  of  water. 

"Oh,  you  poor  drowned  ones!"  she  ex- 
claimed, and  called  back  something  through 
the  door.  A  girl  ran  out  with  a  large  towel 
and  began  a  vigorous  rubbing  down  of  all  three. 

The  buzz  of  voices  and  the  clatter  of  knives 
and  forks  could  be  heard  from  the  open 
windows. 

Ilka  put  her  arm  through  Rose's. 

"  Come,"  she  said,  "  you  must  be  so  hungry, 
and  we  have  already  begun  to  eat.  We  will 
go  into  the  Speise  Saal." 

Greetings  were  showered  upon  the  late 
comers  as  they  entered  the  Saal ;  chairs 
were  pushed  back  and  places  made  for  them. 
Rose  found   herself   seated    between    Rudolf 
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and  a  young  officer  of  the  Kaiser  Jagers. 
Opposite  to  her  sat  Vilma,  and  her  expres- 
sion was  the  reverse  of  friendly.  It  did  not 
lighten  when  Ilka  took  possession  of  the 
Englishman  and  carried  him  off  to  her  end 
of  the  table. 

The    scene    inside    the    low,    pine-panelled 
room  was  a  characteristic  one ;  typical  of  the 
country  and   the   light-hearted  people.      Gay 
voices   and    laughing   repartee    mingled   with 
the  cr?  h  of  the  thunder  without :    the  light- 
ning flashed   in   at   the   uncurtained  windows 
and  caught  the   glitter   of  a   sword    hilt,    or 
danced  on  the  gold  of  a  braided  tunic.     One 
moment  the  room  was  in  semi-darkness— the 
next  quivering  in  a  flame  of  violet  light ;  and 
in  and  out  pattered  the  peasant  girls,  carry- 
ing foaming  glasses  of  beer  and  the  long  flat 
dishes  on  which  were  served  what  the  Grafin 
called,  "The  eatings  of  the  country." 

Rudolf  glanced  at  the  menu  and  handed 
it  to  Rose. 

''Forel/e?"  he  said.  "You  permit  me  10 
wait  upon  you.?"  and  he  laid  two  little 
mountain  trout  of  a  most  beautiful  shade  of 
blue  upon  her  plate. 

"  They  are  too  pretty  to  eat,"  she  said. 

"Not  at  all,"  he  answered.    "I  do  not  like 
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things  ugly.    Or  things  that  are  half  ugly  and 
half  pretty.     I  do  not  like  middlings." 

Rose  bent  over  the  fnenu  card.  Even  a 
mountain  restaurant  considers  it  necessary  to 
place  a  menu  on  its  table  for  the  midday  meal. 

"ScAmarrn,"  she  read  out.  "That  is  a 
kind  of  pudding  which  the  peasants  eat.  And 
Knodels — ugly  little  dumplings." 

Rudolf  made  a  grimace. 

"When  I  eat  such  things  I  will  look  into 
your  eyes — then  I  forget  that  they  are  ugly." 

He  was  in  wild  spirits  and  in  the  mood 
to  do  anything  that  came  into  his  head.  He 
kept  his  end  of  the  table  in  a  state  of  lively 
anticipation  as  t  >  what  was  coming  next,  and 
more  than  once  the  sound  of  Rose's  soft  laugh 
made  Myles  look  up. 

The  storm  deepened.  Peal  after  peal 
thundered  overhead ;  at  times  the  noise  and 
dazzle  were  bewildering.  In  the  middle  of  a 
terrific  crash  Rose  felt  something  brush  the 
back  of  her  hand  as  lightly  as  a  butterfly's 
wing. 

"  Herr  Baron ! "  she  said  severely. 

At  the  tone  of  her  voice  Rudolf  leant 
forward,  his  eyes  dancing. 

"  No  one  see  that  I  kiss  your  hand.  I  do 
it  so  quick,"  he  whispered. 
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"You   may   kiss   my   hand   when   you  say 

Good-morning'  or   'Good-evening.'   but   not 

in   the  middle  of  a  thunderstorm   when    I'm 

not    ooking      I   shall   be  very  angry  if  you 

do  It  agam.  ' 

Rudolf  sighed. 

"  If  you  look  at  me  so  severiously  I  will 
weep.  I  weep  now.  Already  my  eyes  begin 
to  be  small."  ^ 

"You   are  just   like   a   mischievous   child 
It  is  no  use  scolding  you." 

"No  use  at  all,"  he  agreed   readily.     He 
raised  his  glass  and  touched  it  with  his  lips 
"  I  drink  to  the  '  Lady  of  my  Heart ' '     The 
only  one  in  all  the  world  whom  I  have  ever 
loved." 

!l'  WMU  ^i"^'  ^^°"'  ^^^*^^'  ^"^  Therese. 
and  Wilhelmma,  and—all  the  others?" 

He  put  down  his  glass  and  helped  himself 
to  Knodel. 

"I  have  two  hearts."  he  said.  "One  for 
quick  loves  and  one  for  loves  that  stay  " 

What  further  revelations  he  was  goin^  on 
to  make  regarding  the  depth  of  his  affections 
were  interrupted  by  a  hand  being  laid  on  his 
shoulder,  and  he  looked  up  to  find  his  sister 
standing  behind  him. 

"  Rudi.  what  are  we   to   do  with  all  these 
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people  ?  "  she  said.  "It  continues  to  rain  with- 
out ceasing.  We  must  make  an  amuse- 
ment." 

Rudolf  pushed  back  his  chair  and  took  a 

cigarette  out  of  his  case. 

''TYiG  gnddige  Frau  permits  me?"  he  said 
before  lighting  it. 

Ilka  patted  his  shoulder. 

"Think  of  sompvhing,  Rudi.  We  must 
make  an  amusement.     What  are  v/e  to  do?" 

''Liebling"  he  murmured  affectionately. 
"  But  it  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  do  nothing. 
I  am  learning  much  English.  Also  there  is 
already  an  amusement  provided  for  us.  The 
wife  of  the  Herr  Hauptman  is  about  to  play 
the  piano.  Gott  Himmel!  but  she  makes 
much  exercise  of  her  body  when  she  plays. 
She  go  so!  Poof!  Poof!  Poof!"  and  he  raised 
himself  up  and  down  in  his  chair.  "She  is 
not  beautiful,  but  her  hands,  they  please  me. 
I  find  them  appetitlich,  so  I  watch  her." 

Ilka  shook  him. 

"We  cannot  listen  all  day  to  the  Frau 
Hauptman  breaking  the  piano,"  she  said.  She 
whispered  something  in  Rose's  ear. 

The  latter  hesitated,  and  then  said  : 

"  Herr  Baron,  will  you  not  do  what  your 
sister  wishes  ? " 
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Rudolf  was  on  his  feet  in  an  instant.  He 
laid  hfj  hand  on  his  heart  and  bowed  lo.v. 
He  did  not  say  anything,  but  slipped  quietly 
out  of  the  room. 

Ilka  sat  down  in  the  chair  he  had  vacated. 
"  He  will  make  a  little  play,"  she  said,  "and 
we  guess  what  it  is." 

A  few  minutes  passed  and  Rudolf  came  in 
again.  He  swept  back  the  chairs  and  tables 
against  the  wall  and  cleared  a  space  by  the 
door,  then  hurried  out.  He  was  absent  for 
longer  the  next  time,  and  reappeared  stagger- 
ing under  the  weight  of  an  enormous  wooden 
tub  which  he  bumped  down  on  the  floor. 

He  looked  round  as  though  in  search  of  an 
inspiration. 

"Your  handkerchief.?"  he  cried,  appealing 
to  Rose,  and  she  gave  it  to  him. 

In  half  a  minute  he  had  folded  and  fashioned 
it  into  the  form  of  a  small  white  bird  which 
he  placed  on  the  floor  about  two  feet  in  front 
of  the  tub.  He  spoke  a  few  words  in  an 
undertone  to  the  lady  at  the  piano  and  again 
vanished. 

Almost  before  the  audience  had  time  to 
speculate  as  to  the  meaning  of  the  tub  and 
the  handkerchief,  the  door  was  flung  open 
and  a  figure  strode  in.     A  white  sheet  fell  in 
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statuesque  folds  from  its  shoulders ;  an  old 
metal  wine-cooler  was  turned  upside  down  on 
its  head,  with  the  handles  dangling  over  its 
ears,  and  a  sword  was  girded  to  its  side  with  a 
piece  of  string. 

The  wife  of  the  Herr  Hauptman  struck  a 
crash  of  chords  on  the  piano,  and  the  figure 
opened  its  mouth  and  burst  into  a  sonorous 
recitative  which  echoed  through  tne  small 
Tom  like  a  trumpet  blast.  Words  and  music 
were  made  up  on  the  spur  of  the  moment  and 
had  no  connection  with  anything  in  particular. 
Crash !  Another  chord  from  the  piano,  and 
the  figure  stepped  majestically  into  the  tub. 

Shouts  of  "  Bravo!  Lohengrin!  Lohengrin!" 
resounded  from  all  sides,  and  some  one  dashed 
forward  to  secure  the  white  swan  which  had  been 
made  out  of  the  English  lady's  handkerchief. 

But  that  was  not  part  of  Rudolfs  game. 
The  handkerchief  was  safely  tucked  into 
the  breast  of  his  tunic  before  any  one  could 
reach  it. 

"  My  Gage  d' Amour,''  he  cried,  laughing. 

Ilka  clapped  her  hands  to  restore  order. 

"  We  will  have  another  game.  I  have 
thought  of  one."  She  jumped  up,  "Now," 
she  said,  holding  up  her  finger.  "We  play 
this  game  so !     All  the  ladies  remain  seated  in 
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a  circle  and  one  gentleman  will  offer  to  go  out 
of  the  room.  He  will  look  first  to  see  where 
all  the  ladies  are  sitting.  Then  a  bandage  is 
put  over  his  eyes,  and  when  he  is  brought  in 
again  he  must  try  to  find  the  lady  whom  he 
loves  best  for  to  kiss  her." 

A  chorus  of  assent  greeted  this  suggestion. 

"  Who  will  be  the  first  gentleman  to  wish  to 
go  out  ?  "  she  cried. 

The  words  were  hardly  uttered  before  every 
man  in  the  room  was  making  a  dash  for  the 
door.  They  flattened  themselves  against  it 
in  a  solid  block,  but  Rudolf  had  managed  to 
lay  hold  of  the  handle  and  held  on  to  it.  He 
had  had  every  intention  of  making  use  of 
his  c.dvantage  himself,  when  he  saw  that  Mr 
Egerton  had  not  joined  in  the  scrimmage  and 
was  leaning  against  the  wall  a  few  inches  from 
him  looking  rather  bored. 

In  an  instant  he  had  the  door  wrenched 
open,  had  caught  Myles  by  the  arm,  and  had 
shoved  him  outside  into  the  passage. 

He  came  back  and  threw  himself  down  in 
a  chair  beside  Rose. 

"Ha,  ha!"  he  laughed.  "We  will  now 
see  how  the  Englishman  does  kissing." 

Ilka  order  a  general  post,  and  every  one 
changed  places. 
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••We  deceive  him,"  she  whispered.  "Such 
is  part  of  the  game." 

She  beckoned  to  the  young  Kaiser  Jager 
who  had  been  sitting  next  Rose  at  lunch  and 
told  him  to  ask  the  Herr  Englishman  if  he 
was  prepared  to  come  in. 

He  o^  ened  the  door  about  a  quarter  of  an 
inch  and  called  out  the  only  two  English  words 
he  knew,  which  he  had  picked  up  at  tennis. 
"Read-e-e.?     Pl-a-y-ee?" 
An  answer  came  back  in  the  affirmative. 
Rose  was  perhaps  the  only  one  in  the  room 
to  whom  it  came  as  a  surprise.     She  had  quite 
expected  that  Myies  would  take  the  opportunity 
of  quietly  disappearing. 

He  allowed  himself  to  be  led  in  blindfold 
and  stood  with  his  back  to  the  door,  facing 
the  audience. 
No  one  moved. 

The  two  peasant  girls  who  had  been  waiting 
at  lunch  were  busy  clearing  away  the  dishes. 
They  also  paused  to  look  on.  One  was  a  plain- 
looking  girl,  the  other  was  pretty. 

The  pretty  girl  dropped  a  spoon,  and  it  fell 
noisily  on  the  floor.  Myles  turned  round 
quickly,  and  stooping  down  kissed  her  on  both 
cheeks. 

His  unexpected   manner  of  getting  himself 
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out  of  the  difficulty  was  received  with  rounds 
of  applause. 

The  girl  laughed.     She  took  the  incident  at 
its  proper  value  and,  unembarrassed,  bustled 
out  of  the  room  wi>h  her  pile  of  plates. 
Rudolf  nodded  approvingly. 
"  The  Englishman   knows  how  to  play  the 
game.     He  kiss  the  pretty  girl." 

"  I  was  surprised  he  consented  to  play  any 
game,"  answered  Rose.  '•  I  expected  when 
you  put  him  outside  that  he  would  run  away." 

"VVhy   did   you    credit    me   with    so   little 
courage  ? "  said  a  voice  at  her  elbow. 
She  looked  round. 

•'  Mr  Egerton,  who  blindfolded  you  ?  " 
"I  did  it  myself. " 

"Ah!     Some  people  have  wonderful  sight. 
They  can  almost  see  through  a  stone  wall." 

He  was  carefully  rolling  up  the  scarf  which 
had  been  tied  over  his  eyes. 

"  And  some  people  run  their  heads  up  against 
stone  walls.     Perhaps  I  am  doing  the  latter." 

Ilka  called  to  him  to  help  her  in  the  arrange- 
ment of  a  new  game,  and  he  turned  away. 

The  storm  thundered  on ;  the  rain  fell  in  a 
steady  deluge.  It  was  late  in  the  afternoon 
before  the  faintest  break  lightened  the  heavy 
clouds. 
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"We  must  start  at  once,"  declared  Ilka,  who 
felt  that  she  had  pretty  well  exhausted  every 
form  of  amusement. 

"  But  the  wife  of  the  Herr  Hauptman  is 
jausening,  having  afternoon  tea,"  said  Rudolf, 
who  was  never  in  a  hurry  to  move  when  he 
happened  to  be  sitting  next  to  the  person  he 
liked. 

"  It  is  for  the  second  time  that  she  \s  Jausen- 
ing"  exclaimed  Ilka.  "You  must  tell  her  to 
hurry.  Make  her  come,  Rudi.  If  she  will 
not  come  quickly,  bring  her  in  your  arms." 

''  Aber  neinf  not  in  my  arms.  That  would 
not  be  agreeable  to  me." 

He  returned  from  giving  his  message  and 
shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"She  will  not  hurry:  she  \s  jausening  with 
both  hands.  She  has  little  in  her  head,  so  she 
puts  much  in  her  body." 

"  What  am  I  to  do  ?  "  said  Ilka. 

Rudolf  put  his  head  on  one  side  and  looked 
at  her. 

"  I  will  wait  to  escort  the  Frau  Hauptman," 
he  said.  "  I  will  wait  until  she  has  finished 
jausening."  And  Ilka,  who  was  anxious  to 
get  her  party  under  way,  did  not  stop  to 
wonder  at  his  offer. 

He  turned  an  appealing  face  to  Rose. 
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"  She  is  a  most  formeedable  woman.  I  am 
very  much  afraid  of  her.  Will  you  not  help 
me?" 

Rose  laughed. 

"  Shall  I  stay  and  protect  y  u  ?  "  she  so  id. 

"  You  will  ?  "  he  exclaimed  ti^gcAy. 

"Yes,  if  you  like.  Whilst  she  is  finishing 
her  tea  I  will  get  one  of  the  maids  to  pin  up 
my  skirt.  It  is  too  long.  I  wonder  if  I  will  be 
able  to  make  her  understand  my  bad  German.?" 

"But  I  will  explain,"  said  Rudolf,  with 
suspicious  alacrity. 

He  called  to  the  pretty  girl  who  had  helped 
Myles  out  of  his  difficulty  and  said  something 
to  her  so  quickly  that  Rose  did  not  hear  what 
it  was. 

The  girl  smiled  and  nodded  and  beckoned 
to  her  to  follow  her.  She  led  the  way  to  the 
kitchen,  and  producing  a  large  pincushion  began 
an  elaborate  arrangement  of  tucking  up  which 
appeared  to  Rose  to  take  a  very  long  time. 

When  she  returned  to  the  Saal  she  found  it 
deserted  except  for  Rudolf,  who  was  walking 
up  and  down  smoking  a  cigarette. 

"  I  am  ready,"  she  said,  glancing  down  at 
her  shortened  skirts.  "She  took  a  long 
time.  Shall  we  start?  Where  is  the  Frau 
Hauptman  ?  " 
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"  She  is  gone.  She  has  run  away  very 
fast." 

"Gone!  I  thought  we  were  to  wait  for 
her?" 

Rudolf  waved  his  cigarette  towards  the  open 
window. 

"It  was  necessary  for  me  to  send  her  away. 
If  not,  she  would  walk  with  us  and  that  would 
have  been  impossible!  I  say  to  her  that  I 
have  seen  her  husband  give  his  cloak  to  the 
Baronin  Vilma.  It  was  not  so,  of  course  ;  but 
it  make  her  run  away  to  catch  him.  She  runs 
very  fast.  It  is  true  that  she  has  the  legs  of 
an  ostrich." 
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CHAPTER  XI 

ViLMA  Seybell  had  determined  that  Mr 
Egerton  should  be  her  companion  on  the 
return  journey,  and  by  a  succession  of  smpll 
manceuvres  she  managed  to  get  her  own  way. 
He  proved  a  very  quiet  companion,  but  that 
did  not  strike  her  as  peculiar.  He  was  never 
demonstrative,  and  her  experience  of  English- 
men was,  that  they  were  not  inclined  to  take 
the  initiative  in  talking.  They  preferred  a 
woman  to  do  that  for  theii  .  "he  was  quite 
pleased  to   talk   whilst   he  aed,   but   she 

would  have  been  very  much  annoyed  had  she 
known  that  he  retained  but  the  faintest  recol- 
lection of  what  she  had  been  talking  about, 
and  that  from  start  to  finish  of  the  walk  his 
mind  had  been  entirely  occupied  by  his  own 
thoughts. 

If  Myles  had  been  told  that  Vilma  Seybell 
was  in  love  with  him  he  would  have  been  both 
surprised  and  annoyed.  He  was  not  a  vain 
man,  and  the  attention  he  had  paid  to  her  the 
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preceding  winter  in  Vienna  had  seemed  to 
him  the  natural  tribute  a  pretty  woman  Arould 
expect  from  any  man  who  was  thrown  con- 
stantly in  her  society. 

Vilma  had  thought  he  had  meant  a  great 
deal  more.  In  her  own  selfish  way  she  was 
in  love  with  him.  When  he  unexpectedly 
appeared  at  Waldhof,  she  had  at  once  rushed 
to  the  conclusion  that  she  was  the  cause  of  his 
coming.  But  when  the  days  went  by  and 
nothing  happened,  she  did  not  know  what  to 
think  of  it.  His  manner  puzzled  her,  for  he 
never  went  out  of  his  way  to  seek  her  society. 
He  seemed  quite  as  pleased  to  talk  to  one 
woman  as  to  another.  She  did  not  particularly 
mind  his  talking  to  other  women  so  iong  as  it 
was  not  to  Mrs  Trevor.  Of  Mrs  Trevor  she 
was  intensely  jealous.  From  the  first  she  had 
had  a  presentiment  that  Myles  for  some  reason 
was  interested  in  her,  and  she  hated  her 
accordingly. 

Myles  pi'tod  with  Vilma  at  the  door  of  the 
Schloss.  He  did  not  see  her,  or  any  of  the 
returned  party  again,  until  he  entered  the 
Speise  Saal  at  supper  time. 

He  was  late,  and  the  room  was,  as  usual  at 
that  hour,  crowded.  His  first  glance  round 
told  him   that    Rose   was   not  sitting  in   her 
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accustomed  place,  and  Rudolf  also  was  absent 
Ilka  Rentier,  who  had  found  the  day's  expedi- 
tion exhausting,  had  retired  to  her  own  rooms. 

Vilma's  eyes  plainly  invited  him  to  join  her 
party,  but  he  either  did  not,  or  would  not.  under- 
stand  her  meaning.  Mr  Ridley  was  sitting  at 
a  table  by  himself  and  he  joined  him. 

"  My  dear  chap,"  he  remarked,  as  he  drew 
m  a  chair.  "  What  are  you  doing.?  Is  this  a 
new  kind  of  Patience  ? " 

Charles  had  cleared  a  space  on  the  table- 
cloth in  front  of  him,  and  arranged  on  it.  in 
symmetrical  order,  were  rows  of  small  squares 
of  grey  flannel. 

"I'm  choosing  a  suit  of  clothes,"  he  said. 
"  The  last  few  days  I've  suffered  so  excessively 
from  the  heat  that  I  am  quite  sure  I  am  losing 
weight.     It  is  most  distressing." 

Myles  fingered  one  of  the  squares  of  flannel 
It   was    a    fad   of    Charles's    to   buy   clothes 
wherever  he  went. 

"Who's  to  be  your  tailor  this  time.?  Local 
talent.?  I'd  give  him  a  pattern  to  copy  if  I 
were  you." 

Charles  fidgeted  uneasily.  Frau  Wolff  had 
overheard  him  making  enquiries  about  a  tailor 
and  had  at  once  made  overtures  of  help  which 
he  had  accepted.     He  was  not  sure  whether 
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Myles  would  approve.  He  explained  a  little, 
but  did  not  mention  Frau  Wolffs  name. 

Myles  listened  perfunctorily  and  ate  his 
supper.  When  he  had  finished  he  lit  a 
cigarette  and  smoked  more  than  half  of  it  in 
silence.  Charles  was  discussing  the  point  as 
to  whether  the  flannel  suit  ought  to  have  a 
double-breasted  coat  or  a  single,  when  Myles 
asked  a  question  which  showed  that  his  mind 
had  wandered  from  the  subject  of  flannel  suits. 

"Charles,"  he  said  suddenly,  "what  kind 
of  a  man  was  Cyril  Trevor  ?  " 

Mr  Ridley  paused  in  the  rearrangement  of 
his  row  of  patterns,  and  looked  up  with  some 
astonishment. 

"You  never  knew  him?  Oh  no,  of  course, 
neither  you  did.  Cyril  Trevor  ? "  he  repeated 
thoughtfully.  "He  was — he  was — extremely 
good-looking." 

Myles  took  his  cigarette  out  of  his  mouth 
and  sat  staring  at  it. 

"  The  kind  of  man  a  woman  would  make  a 
hero  of?" 

Charles  cleared  his  throat.  He  always  found 
it  difficult  to  discuss  any  subject  which  verged 
on  sentiment ;  but  under  the  primness  of  his 
manner  there  lay  a  very  strong  vein  of  senti- 
ment.    It  gave  him  at  times  an  insight  into 
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human  nature  of  which  he  was  only  dimly  con- 
scious himself. 

He  crumbled  his  bread  into  little  heaps, 
and  spoke  with  more  than  his  usual  careful 
precision. 

"  I  think  Cyril  possessed  a  great  attraction 
for  women.  He  demanded  a  great  deal  from 
them.  I  have  not  gone  into  such  matters 
deeply,  but  it  has  frequently  occurred  to  me 
that  dififidence  in  a  man  is  not  appreciated.  In 
fact"— a  faint  colour  tinged  his  cheek — "it  is 
misunderstood  for  weakness  by  the  other  sex. 
Cyril  would  give  a  woman  the  impression  of 
being  strong  and  masterful,  whereas  in  my 
opinion  he  was  not  a  strong  character.  And 
it  was  in  his  nature  to  avoid  responsibility." 

He  stopped,  a  little  aghast  at  his  own 
eloquence. 

Myles  leant  forward  with  his  arms  on  the 
table. 

"  He  had  no  right  to  marry  in  the  way  he 
did.     It  was  a  hole  and  corner  business." 

Charles  flushed. 

"And  yet  there  was  a  kind  of— romantic 
sentiment  about  the  death-bed  marriage.  Don't 
you  think  so  ?  " 

"Hang   the    sentiment!"    growled    Myler. 
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"What  good  did  he  do  by  marrying  her? 
Kept  her  h'ving  out  there  under  a  cloud.  Nice 
way  of  looking  after  a  woman." 

"  But  you  see,  Cyril  was  dependent  on  his 
father  ;  he  had  no  money." 

"Why  the  devil  didn't  hz  set  to  work  to 
make  some?"  Myles  pushed  aside  a  plate 
impatiently.  "  He  had  no  right  to  keep  his 
marriage  secret.  It  was  a  piece  of  criminal 
selfishness.     Why  didn't  he  think  of  her  ? " 

"Yes.  Yes,  of  course,"  agreed  Charles.  It 
was  unusual  of  Myles  to  speak  so  hotly.  "  But 
if  the  story  of  his  marriage  had  not  been  dis- 
covered, th"!  consequences  would  have  been 
still  more  regrettable."  He  glanced  at  Myles 
expectantly.  "  Now  that  our  search  has  been 
successful,  I  suppose — I  suppose  that  you  will 
explain  ?  " 

"  Mrs  Trevor  knows  who  I  am,"  said  Myles 
shortly. 

Charles's  eyes  grew  round.  Enquiry  was 
written  all  over  his  face. 

"  Was  she  very  much  surprised  ? "  he  asked. 

"  I    hink  she  was." 

Charles  was  puzzled  and  a  little  hurt.  Con- 
sidering the  share  he  had  had  in  bringing  about 
the  present  state  of  affairs,  he  thought  he  was 
entitled  to  a  certain  amount  of  confidence. 
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Mylc  s  sat  staring  at  the  table-cloth,  and  he 
cast  about  in  his  mind  for  something  to  say 
which  would  give  him  a  clue  to  his  thoughts. 

"Is   it    your    intention    to    remain    on    at 
Waldhof  ?"  he  asked  presently. 
Myles  started.     He  had  forgotten  Charles 
"  Remam  on  at  Waldhof.?     Yes.     You  don't 
want  to  go  away,  do  you  ?     You've  only  just 
begun  the  Cure." 

Charles  asked  no  more  questions.  He  knew 
enough  of  Myles  to  realise  that  whatever  plans 
he  had  m  his  head  he  would  develop  according 
to  his  own  methods. 

Charles  did  not  wish  to  leave  Waldhof. 
There  was  the  Cure,  and  his  new  suit  of 
clothes,  and  a  variety  of  small  interests  in 
y.ew.  He  did  not  like  to  have  his  plans  upset. 
It  would  be  best  to  leave  Myl.s  to  manage  his 
busmess  in  his  own  way. 

He  gathered  up  his  little  heap  of  flannel 
patterns  and  rose  from  the  table. 

"  I  have  some  letters  to  write,  and  I  will 
go  to  my  own  room."  he  said.  "The  music 
and  noise  downstairs  in  the  evening  is  very 
distracting."  ^  ' 

Myles  sat  on  for  a  few  minutes  longer.  Vilma 
and  her  party  were  leaving  the  Saal.  and  he 
did  not  wish  to  be  mixed  up  with  them.     He 
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thought  he  had  given  them  plenty  of  time  to 
scatter  ;  but  when  he  came  out  on  to  the  steps, 
he  found  several  men  lounging  about  smoking, 
and  Vilma,  with  her  back  to  him,  was  talking 

vivaciously. 

He  paused,  unobserved  in  the  shadow  of  the 
doorway.  He  was  an  excellent  German  scholar 
and  he  understood  perfectly  well  what  she  was 
saying. 

Sho  was  coupling  together  the  names  of 
Rudolf  Scholan  and  Mrs  Trevor,  and  draw- 
ing conclusions  from  their  absence.  She  pos- 
sessed a  cynical  glibnc '."  of  speech  wh'ch  had 
earned  her  a  character  ij:  saying  smart  things. 
Sometimes  they  were  amusing  ;  sometimes  they 
were  only  spiteful.  The  sarcasm  of  her 
remarks  on  Rudolfs  reputation  for  gallantry 
called  forth  a  protest  from  an  officer  who  was 
standing  near.  He  was  a  personal  friend  of 
Rudolfs,  and  from  his  standpoint  defended 
him  with  the  tolerance  which  he  considered 
his  due.  The  speakers  lost  sight  of  the  broad- 
ness of  their  views  in  the  heat  of  argument. 
Vilma  shrugged  her  shoulders  superciliou«5iy. 
Was  not  Rudolf  in  the  wildest  set  in  Vienna  ? 
she  repeated.  Were  not  his  love  affairs 
and  his  hairbreadth  escapes  the  wonder  of 
Society  ? 
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She  scoffed  and  laughed,  twisting  meanings 
ihis  way  and  that. 

To  hear  Rose's  name  brought  into  this 
conversation  infuriated  Myles.  To  think  that 
even  casually  it  should  be  associated  with  the 
talk  lightly  bandied  from  mouth  to  mouth  was 
intolerable.  With  the  fastidiousness  of  a  more 
than  usually  fastidious  nature,  he  had  the 
Englishman's  deeply  rooted  prejudice  against 
hearing  his  women-kind  discussed  in  public. 
He  was  disgusted  as  well  as  angry. 

He    turned    back   into   the   restaurant   and 
left  it  again  by  another   door   which   led  out 
into  the  garden.     He  walked  backwards  and 
forwards,  up  and  down  the  wet  pathway.      His 
anger  cooled,  but  he  was  conscious  of  a  vague 
uneasiness.     His  mind  continually  reverted  to 
the  fact  *.       Rudolf  Scholan  and  Rose  had 
been  the   last  of  the   party   to  start  on   the 
homeward  journey,  and  the  Frau   Hauptman, 
when   she  rejoined   the  others,  had  given  no 
explanation     as    to    why    she    had    left    her 
companions  behind.     He  had  no  grounds  for 
thinking   that   they   had   not   returned  safely. 
He  would  like  to  have  made  enquiries,  but  he 
shrank  from  doing  so.     Why  should  he  start 
an  enquiry.?     It  might  be  resented. 
The  wet  garden  was  dark  and  cheerless,  and 
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he  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket,  but  his  pipe  was 
not  there.  He  remembered  that  he  had  left 
it  in  his  own  room,  and  went  in  search  of  it. 

The  Schloss  was  a  rambling  old  place,  badly 
lit  even  in  the  daytime,  and  at  night  it  was  not 
difficult  to  mistake  one  passage  for  another. 
He  was  suddenly  brought  up  with  a  start  to 
find  that  he  had  taken  a  wrong  turning,  and 
was  in  a  part  of  the  building  which  was  strange 
to  him.  He  turned,  and  was  going  back  when 
he  heard  a  sound  which  arrested  his  attention. 
It  was  the  sound  of  a  child  sobbing,  and  it 
came  from  a  door  which  stood  ajar,  not  many 
paces  from  where  he  stood. 

There  was  something  peculiarly  plaintive 
in  the  sound.  It  was  as  if  the  child  had 
sobbed  itself  into  a  state  of  hopeless  misery 
which  nothing  could  appease.  Was  the  child 
alone,  he  wondered.?  He  felt  that  he  could 
not  pass  on  without  finding  out  what  it  meant. 
He  took  a  few  steps  back  towards  the  door, 
and  at  the  same  moment  it  was  thrown  open 
and  Leopoldina  came  out  hurriedly. 

Her  usually  placid  face  showed  signs  of 
distress,  and  she  glanced  this  way  and  that 
with  a  helpless  expression  of  uncertainty. 
Catching  sight  of  the  Englishman,  she  ran 
up  to  him  without  a  moment's  hesitation. 
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At  first  Myles  failed  to  grasp  the  meaning 
of  what  she  was  saying.  She  was  excited 
and  lapsed  so  frequently  into  her  local  patois 
tnat  she  was  almost  unintelligible.  The 
repeated  reiteration  of  her  mistress's  name, 
her  gesticulations  and  signs  towards  the  room 
she  had  just  left,  gave  him  the  impression  that 
she  was  appealing  to  him  for  help. 

He  followed  her  to  the  door. 

''Has  your  mistress  not  returned.?"  he 
asked  m  German,  pausing  on  the  threshold. 

1  he  girl  shook  her  head  vigorously,  and 
pomted  through  the  window  in  the  direction 
of  the  distant  hills. 

K  AM  'h  '''""'^  °^  ^y^^^'^  ^°'ce  a  little 
huddled  heap  which  lay  buried  amongst  the 
pillows  of  the  bed  in  the  far  corner  of  the 
room  sprang  up,  and  a  tear-stained  face  was 
turned  towards  him.  There  was  a  sharp  cry 
of  '•  Muvver."  and  by  the  light  of  the  solitary 
candle  he  saw  Benjie  running  across  the  un- 
carpeted  boards. 

"Muvver— Where's  muvver.?"  rang  out  the 
cry.  "I  seed  you  take  her  away.  Where's 
muvver.? 

Myles  bent  down  and  lifted  the  child  in 
his  arms.  The  quivering  of  the  little  body 
as  It  dung  to  him,  and  the  clasp  of  the  linle 
hands  round  his  neck,  thrilled  him  strangely 
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Tears  had  blistered  red  patches  on  the  rounded 
cheeks,  and  the  wide-opened  eyes  were  burning 
with  excitement. 

He  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  bed. 

"Its  all  right,"  he  said.  '  Mother's  coming 
back  soon." 

His  voice  was  wonderfully  gentle.  The 
strong  arms  which  encircled  him  gave  Benjie 
a  feeling  of  indescribable  comfort. 

"  Muvver,  muvver,"  he  sobbed,  but  some- 
thing of  the  strain  of  misery  had  d-ed  out  of 
his  voice. 

"  Yes,  it's  all  right.  You  listen  to  me  and 
don't  cry. 

"  I'm  lishenin' — But  it's  muvver  I  want.  I 
seed  her  go  away.  You  tooked  her."  Sobs 
broke  out  afresh. 

"  And  I'm  going  to  bring  her  back  again." 

At  the  absolute  confidence  of  the  tone, 
Benjie  loosened  his  hold  and  held  up  his  head. 

"  When  are  you  goin'  to  bring  her  back  ?  " 

"As  soon  as  you  stop  crying.  Mother 
would  be  very  unhappy  if  she  knew  you  were 
awake  and  crying  like  this,  wouldn't  she  ?  " 

Benjie  gulped,  and  tried  to  swallow  his  tears. 

"That's  right,"  said  Myles  cheerfully. 
"You'll  go  to  sleep,  and  when  you  wake  up 
mother  will  be  here." 
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Benjie  caught  hold  of  his  collar  and  scanned 
his  face  searchingly. 

"  You  promise  quite  sure  ?  "  he  said. 

"Quite  sure." 

The  small  face  puckered  anxiously. 

'•  Muvver  always  promises  sings  wis  a  kiss." 

Myles  stooped  his  head. 

"  Very  well,  I'll  promise  the  same  as  mother." 

Benjie  rubbed  his  cheek  with  the  back  of  his 
hand,  and  slipping  from  the  arms  which  held 
him,  burrowed  down  amongst  the  bedclothes. 

"  I'll  be  good,"  he  said,  laying  his  head  on 
the  pillow.  "I'm  not  cryin'.  I'm  shuttin'  my 
eyes  very  tight ;  'member,  you've  promised." 

"  All  right,  I'll  keep  my  promise,"  answered 
Myles.  He  was  leaving  the  room  when  a 
quavering  voice  called  after  him. 

"  Please,  please,  may  I  has  Curly  Kate  ?  I 
can't  go  to  sleep  wisout  Curly  Kate." 

Myles  came  back. 

"What's  that.?  "he  asked. 

Benjie  pointed  to  the  table. 
"Muvver  always  gives  me  Curly  Kate.     I 
can't  go  to  sleep  wisout  Curly  Kate." 

Myles  laughed,  and  laid  the  battered  old 
doll  beside  him. 

"There    now.     You'll    sleep    like    a    top.' 
And  he  left  the  room. 
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Myles  had  no  intention  of  raising  an  alarm. 
Whilst  he  had  been  soothing  the  frightened 
child  his  brain  had  been  working  rapidly,  and 
before  leaving  the  room  he  had  decided  what 
he  intended  to  do. 

The  fact  that  Rudolf  was  also  missing 
reassured  him.  Under  certain  conditions 
Rudolf  might  be  what  Vilma  said  he  was, 
but  Myles  felt  pretty  certain  that  he  was  to  be 
trusted.  If  some  accident  had  occurred,  he 
was  quite  capable  of  rising  to  an  emergency. 

Many  conjectures  flashed  through  his  mind 
as  to  what  might  have  happened.  The  path 
in  some  places  was  in  a  very  bad  state,  and 
the  torrential  rain  that  had  fallen  had  perhaps 
caused  a  temporary  breakdown.  He  hoped 
that  it  was  nothing  more  serious,  but  the  idea 
of  an  accident  haunted  him  whilst  he  was 
making  his  few  preparations  to  start  on  the 
climb  up  the  Thai. 

He  decided  to  go  alone.     He  was  habitually 
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self-reliant,  but  in  this  case  would  most  likely 
have  asked  some  one  to  accompany  him  had 
not  Vilma's  spiteful  remarks  rankled.  He 
attached  no  meaning  to  what  she  had  said, 
but  gossip  flew  like  wildfire  in  a  small 
community. 

He  always  kept  himself  in  good  training. 
The  climb,  which  had  taken  two  hours  in  the 
morning,  when  there  had  been  no  reason  to 
hurry,  could  be  done  in  half  that  time.  He 
provided  himself  with  a  stout  alpenstock  and 
his  flask,  into  which  he  put  some  brandy  and 
water.  As  he  passed  through  the  old  stone 
hall  he  picked  up  a  small  lantern  which  stood 
on  a  ledge  by  the  door.  He  had  often  noticed 
it  standing  there,  and  he  looked  to  see  if  there 
was  a  candle  in  it. 

The  night  seemed  very  dark  as  he  went  out, 
but  as  he  left  the  lights  of  the  hotel  behind 
him  his  eyes  grew  accustomed  to  the  gloom. 
The  roar  of  the  stream  thundering  down  the 
deep  gorge  would  have  been  guide  sufficient 
to  give  him  his  bearings. 

The  storm  had  again  gathered :  the  rain 
lashed  in  his  face  and  the  wind  whistled  past 
his  ears.  The  rapid  movement,  the  suppressed 
excitement  under  which  he  was  labouring,  sent 
the  blood  tingling  through  his  veins.     When 
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he  came  to  the  bank  above  the  spot  where  the 
stream  had  to  be  crossed,  he  calculated  that 
he  had  done  about  half  the  distance,  and  he 
had  discovered  nothing.  He  knew  that  he 
had  not  diverged  from  the  path ;  they  must 
still  be  on  the  other  side  of  the  bridge. 

'he  descent  down  to  the  water's  edge  was 
a  case  of  trusting  to  luck,   as   the   darkness 
about  his  feet  was  den6e.     Once  he  felt  level 
ground,  he  probed  it  with  his  alpenstock  and 
advanced  cautiously  step  by  step.    The  flooded 
stream  threw  up  blinding  volumes  of  spray  as 
it  raced  past,  but  the  gloom  in  the  gorge  was 
so  deep  that  he  could  not  see  the  water,  though 
the  noise  of  it  was  deafening.     According  to 
his  calculations,  he  ought  to  be  able  to  touch 
the  supports  of  the  bridge  almost  from  where 
he  was  standing.    On  his  way  up  that  morning 
he  had  noticed  the  beams  sunk  deeply  into  the 
banks  on  either  side.     Still  probing,  he  struck 
wood,  and  he  knew  that  he  must  be  standing 
close  to  the  brink  of  the  water.     It  was  not  so 
dark  as  that  some  faint  outline  of  the  bridge 
ought  to  be  visible ;  he  strained  his  eyes,  but 
was  only  conscious  of  blank  space,  and  when 
he  waved  his  stock  from  side  to  side  it  did  not 
come  into  contact  with  anything. 

He  moved  a  few  steps,  and  crouching  down 
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on  the  ground  with  his  back  to  the  wind 
he  lit  the  lantern,  sheltering  it  under  cover  of 
his  coat.  Then  he  crept  to  the  edge  of  the 
bank. 

The  flame  flickered  feebly  at  first,  then 
flashed  up  with  a  sudden  spurt,  and  threw  a 
line  of  light  across  the  boiling  surface  of  the 
stream. 

The  bridge  was  gone!  Almost  at  his  feet 
the  rotting  beams  which  had  held  it  to  the 
bank  showed  their  jagged  ends  above  the 
white  foam  which  swirled  round  them.  He 
waved  the  lantern  high  and  low.  Not  a  sign 
of  wreckage  was  visible,  but  out  in  mid- 
stream a  shape  loomed  black  and  unfamiliar. 

He  wondered  if  his  eyesight  was  playing 
him  false.  He  had  no  recollection  of  having 
noticed  a  mass  of  rock  there  before,  and  it 
lay  exactly  in  the  line  of  where  the  bridge 
had  been.  Then  in  a  flash,  puzzled  surprise 
changed  to  horror.  He  knew  what  had  hap- 
pened. There  had  been  a  landslip.  From 
what  height  it  had  fallen  or  what  awful 
devastation  it  had  carried  in  its  wake  he  could 
not  tell,  for  the  opposite  bank  was  indis- 
tinguishable. Try  as  he  could  to  pierce  the 
gloom,  he  was  met  by  a  wall  of  blackness. 

Sickening  possibilities  presented  themselves. 


il 


•vt 


I 


r 


t  MM 

iffti 


mi 


'  i , 


",n 


■■/t*  -".fA ■    -m:^ 


^^r 


! 


142  WITH  THE  MERRY  AUSTRIANS 

The    landslip    must    have    happened    whilst 
Rudolf  and  Rose  were  descending  the  path. 
Had  they  been  caught  unawares  and  swept  off 
the  face  of  the  cliff,  or  had  they  been  trapped 
on  the  other  side  of  the  devastating  line  and 
made  their  way  back  to  the  restaurant  ?    These 
two  questions  surged  in  his  brain.     Once  more 
he  flashed  the  lantern.     And  its  light  fell  on 
the  angry  tumult  of  foam  and  lashing  waters. 
To  attempt  to  cross  to  the  other  side   was 
impossible.     He  lowered  his  arm  as  a  cloud 
of  spray  swirled  over  his  head,  and  drew  his 
hand  across  his  eyes  to   brush  off  the  drops 
of  wet.     When  he  looked  again,  it  was  with 
startled  surprise.     A  flame  of  fire  had  suddenly 
sprung  out  from  the  opposite  bank.     It  danced 
for  a  few  seconds  against  the  inky  darkness, 
and   then   vanished:   it   was  gone   before  he 
could   be   certain   that   the    thing  had  really 
happened.     He  waved  the  lantern  above  his 
head  and  shouted,  but  with  the  noise  of  the 
water  beating  in  his  ears  he   could  hear  no 
answering  voice. 

•'I  hope  to  God  it  means  that  she's  safe." 
He  used  the  single  pronoun  unconsciously. 

Unaided  he  could  do  nothing ;  he  must  go 
back  to  Waldhof  and  procure  help. 
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Rudolf  and  Rose  were  quite  twenty  minutes 
behind  the  others  in  starting  from  the  restaurant. 

Rose  lost  some  time  in  scolding  Rudolf  for 
his  duplicity  regarding  the  wife  of  the  Herr 
Hauptman,  but  it  was  a  waste  of  time  and 
words.     She  scolded  in  vain. 

"It  was  necessary  that  I  make  her  to  run 
away,"  he  repeated  unblushingly. 

When  she  suggested  that  if  they  hurried 
they  might  overtake  the  others,  he  did  not 
respond  with  alacrity. 

•'  But  why  ?    There  is  no  necessity  to  has.-n 
It  IS  more  quick  to  descend  a  mountain  than 
to  climb  to  the  top  of  it." 

They  had  only  just  started,  when  a  child  ran 
out  from  the  back  of  the  house  and  held  up  to 
them  a  dish  full  of  wild  strawberries. 

She  was  a  quaint  little  creature,  in  a  lon^ 
skirt  which  almost  hid  her  bare  feet,  and  her 
sun-bleached  hair  was  brushed  tightly  back 
and  hung  in  a  thickly  pleated  pigtail  to  below 
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her  waist.  She  bobbed  a  curtsy,  and  said 
something  shyly  to  Rudolf. 

"  She  asks  us  to  buy  the  Erdbeeren.  Would 
you  like  them  ? " 

"They  would  please  my  little  boy,"  said 
Rose.  "  How  can  we  carry  them  ?  They 
would  all  jump  out  of  that  dish." 

"But  I  will  return  and  seek  for  something 
better  in  which  to  carry  them,"  answered 
Rudolf.  He  took  the  child's  hand,  and  she 
trotted  along  with  him  as  he  went  back  to  the 
restaurant. 

He  was  away  for  so  long  that  Rose  regretted 
having  expressed  a  desire  to  have  the  straw- 
berries. She  did  not  wish  to  be  late  in  getting 
back.  Benjie  would  probably  refuse  to  be  put 
to  bed  until  she  returned. 

When  Rudolf  at  length  reappeared,  he  was 
full  of  apologies  for  having  kept  her  waiting. 
He  carried  the  strawberries  in  a  little  basket. 

"  The  Hausfrau  gave  it  to  me,"  he  explained. 
"  But  I  had  to  make  much  love  to  her." 

Once  fairly  started  on  their  way,  they  found 
that  the  descent  was  more  difficult  than  they 
had  expected.  The  pathway  had  almost  dis- 
appeared ;  it  was  little  else  than  a  slush  of  sand 
and  gravel  and  running  water.  Scrambling, 
sliding,  slipping,  they  at  last  came  in  sight  of 
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the  bridge.  Rose  paused  and  looked  down  at 
the  spot  where  she  and  Myles  had  rested  on 
their  way  up,  and  saw  that  the  water  was 
already  creeping  round  the  pine  logs  on  which 
they  had  sat.  The  path  took  a  slanting  curve 
past  the  bridge,  and  then  zigzagged  back  at 
sharp  angles  down  the  cliff  side.  At  the  turn 
of  one  angle  the  bank  appeared  very  treacherous, 
and  she  looked  round  for  Rudolf,  who  had 
helped  her  over  every  difficulty. 

He  was  standing,  gazing  upwards  to  where 
a  volley  of  loose  stones  had  fallen  the  moment 
before.     He  appeared  to  be  listening. 

"  It  is  thunder,"  said  Rose.     •'  I  hear  it." 

He  held  up  his  hand,  and  the  quick  move- 
ment  gave  her  a  warning  of  coming  danger. 
He  glanced  above  and  below,  measuring  as  it 
were  every  inch  of  the  ground,  then  he  sprang 
down  to  where  she  was  standing. 

"An  avalanche!"  he  exclaimed.  "Quick! 
We  must  cross  the  river  before  it  catch 
us." 

How  he  managed  to  get  his  companion 
down  the  cliff  side  in  the  time  he  did  was  a 
triumph  of  strength  and  nerve.  He  never  made 
a  mistake :  he  never  put  a  foot  wrong,  and  she 
trusted  him  blindly. 

They  gained  the  level  ground  and  raced 
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for  the  bridge.     Once  across  it  they  would  be 
comparatively  safe. 

"  We  will  do  it,"  cried  Rose  excitedly. 

The  words  were  hardly  out  of  her  mouth 
when  Rudolf  threw  his  arms  round  her  and 
dragged  her  back. 

"  It  is  upon  us." 

He  flung  her  under  the  shelving  slope  of  the 
bank  and  knelt  over  her,  trying  to  shelter  her 
with  his  body  from  the  hail  of  stones  and 
gravel  which  rattled  all  round  them. 

The  crash  of  falling  timber  and  the  heavy, 
sullen  roar  sounded  ominously  near.  On  it 
came;  a  huge  mass  ploughing  its  way  down- 
wards to  the  steep  ridge  overhanging  the 
Thai.  Would  it  sweep  to  one  side  or  over- 
whelm them  ?  That  was  the  terrible  question 
which  hung  in  the  balance  during  those  few 
seconds  of  breathless  suspense. 

There  was  a  terrific  shock  and  the  grinding 
crash  of  rock  striking  rock.  The  great  mass 
had  huried  itself  into  mid-stream  and  lay  broken 
and  shattered  by  the  impetus  of  iis  fall.  The 
water  rose  into  the  air  like  a  waterspout,  and 
then  fell  hissing  back  in  ...owers  of  foam  and 
spray. 

''Goti  set  dank/"  cried  Rudolf,  springing  to 
his  feet.     "  We  are  saved  ! " 
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The  danger  was  past.  They  were  safe,  but 
they  were  trapped  The  bridge  was  gone.  It 
had  been  smashed  into  matchwood  and  borne 
out  of  sight,  and  the  pathway  down  which  they 
had  come  had  been  swept  away. 

Rose  did  not  at  first  take  in  the  full  meaning 
of  their  phght.  Rudolf  had  stood  between  her 
and  the  danger.  She  looked  over  his  shoulder 
and  saw  what  had  happened. 

"The  bridge  I"  she  cried  aghast.  "It  has 
gone." 

"  But  we  are  alive,"  he  answered.  "  What 
matters  all  else.  It  has  been  a  great  escape. 
We  might  have  wakened  up  to  find  that  we 
were  dead." 

He  stepped  out  from  the  bank.  Heavy 
drops  of  rain  were  beginning  to  fall,  the  storm 
was  gathering  again. 

"It  is  necessary  that  we  seek  for  some 
shelter,  he  said.  Even  as  he  spoke  a  glare  of 
lightning  fli^med  overhead,  followed  by  a  crash 
of  thunder,  and  down  swept  the  rain  in  torrents 

"Oh.  let  us  go  on,"  said  Rose.  "We  must 
get  back  to  Waldhof     I  don't  mind  the  storm." 

He  shook  his  head. 

"It  is  altogether  impossible  to  return  to 
Schloss  Waldhof  except  that  we  cross  the 
water.     On  this  side  there  is  no  road." 
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"But  what  are  we  to  do? 
alarm.     "  We  cannot  ge*  bi 
The  path  is  gone." 

"  When  we  do  not  retui 
to  seek  for  us." 

She  still  protested. 

•*  Even  if  they  do  cop 
help  us?     If  we  cannot  Ci 

Rudolf  shrugged  his  shor!  Jers 

••  If  they  have  intelligence  they  will  find 
out  a  way.  Ltede  Frau,"  he  added  earnestly, 
"  I  will  guard  you  so  that  no  harm  comes  to 
you.  There  is  a  shelter  near  where  you  will 
be  safe.  It  is  where  the  woodmen  live  when 
they  work  in  the  forest.     I  take  you  there." 

The  narrow  strip  of  ground,  where  the  fallen 
timber  was  piled,  ran  for  a  short  distance  along 
the  side  of  the  stream,  then  ended  abruptly, 
blocked  by  the  cliff  which  jutted  out  into  the 
water. 

He  pointed  upwards. 

A  rough  wooden  hut  was  built  into  a  deep 
cleft  running  back  into  the  rock.  It  was 
overshadowed  by  the  trees,  and  was  almost 
the  colour  of  its  surroundings,  but  Rudolfs 
sharp  eyes  had  noticed  it  in  passing. 

They  climbed  up  to  it  by  rude  steps  cut  in 
the  bank,  and  found  that  the  door  was   un> 
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barred.  It  pushed  open  easily  and  they 
peered  in.  The  earthen  floor  was  dry,  and 
there  was  a  rough  bench  at  one  side;  a  few 
tools  were  heaped  in  a  corner. 

Rose  sank  down  on  the  bench.  It  was 
something  to  feel  that  the  ground  under  her 
feet  was  firm,  for  there  had  been  a  horrible 
feeling  of  insecurity  about  that  crumbling  bank 
below.  She  watched  Rudolf  making  a  careful 
examination  of  the  place,  and  there  was  not  an 
inch  of  it  he  did  not  inspect. 

"  What  are  you  looking  for  >  "  she  asked. 
"  I  look  to  find  some  way  to  make  a  light. 
It  may  be  that  the  darkness  comes  before  we 
are  discovered." 

"Oh,  I  hope  not.  How  dreadful!  And 
there  is  nothing?" 

He  took  out  his  match-box  and  opened  it. 
There  were  only  three  matches.  He  put  it 
quickly  back  again,  but  not  before  she  had 
seen. 

"  What  time  is  it  now,  Herr  Baron  ?"  Her 
voice  sounded  depressed. 

"  It  approaches  the  hour  of  seven.  Are 
you  hungry.?  Ah!  the  Erdbeerenr  He  put 
the  basket  of  wild  strawberries  on  the  bench 
beside  her.  "  I  fear  they  make  but  a  poor 
supper." 
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How  he  had  managed  to  save  them  was 
a  marvel,  but  they  were  shaken  into  the  con- 
sistency of  jam.  She  made  a  pretence  of 
eating  to  please  him.  He  was  so  genuinely 
distressed  on  her  account.  She  realised  that 
this  gay,  light-hearted  boy,  for  he  was  little 
else,  had  two  sides  to  his  character.  Just 
now  he  was  the  trusted  companion ;  thought- 
ful, considerate,  the  essence  of  chivalry,  think- 
ing only  of  what  he  could  do  to  make  her 
position  more  bearable.  Unfastening  his  mili- 
tary overcoat,  which  was  strapped  across  his 
shoulders,  he  arranged  it  on  the  hard  bench 
so  as  to  make  a  more  comfortable  seat. 

She  smiled  up  at  him. 

"Thank  you.  What  good  care  you  take 
of  me."  Then  she  added:  "Do  you  really 
think  they  will  come  and  look  for  us  ?  Perhaps 
they  won't  discover  that  we  are  missing." 

"  Of  a  certainty  they  will  come,"  answered 
Rudolf  cheerfully.  "  I  sit  here  and  look  for 
them " ;  and  he  squatted  down  by  the  open 
door  like  a  watch-dog  on  duty. 

H's  hopefulness  was  a  good  deal  assumed : 
it  was  highly  probable  that  they  would  have 
to  remain  where  they  were  for  an  indefinite 
time.  The  suggestion  that  their  absence 
might  not  be  discovered  was  possible,  for  it 
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would  be  taken  for  granted  that  they  had 
returned  a  little  later  than  the  rest  of  the 
party,  and  if  they  did  not  appear  at  supper 
it  would  not  cause  alarm.  Supper  at  Schloss 
Waldhof  was  an  informal  meal,  and  people 
came  and  went  as  they  pleased. 

To  remain  inactive  was  not  to  Rudolfs 
liking,  but  he  had  no  alternative.  He  carried 
a  very  level  head  on  his  shoulders,  and  he 
had  no  intention  of  risking  the  safety  of  his 
companion  by  an  attempt  to  either  cross  the 
stream  without  help,  or  fight  a  way  to  Waldhof 
through  the  storm  and  darkness.  It  was  a 
case  of  waiting  until  help  came,  and  he  nearer 
they  remained  to  the  scene  of  the  disaster  the 
better. 

They  sat  on  patiently,  watching  the  light 
fade,  and  Rudolf  talked  to  keep  his  com- 
panion's spirits  from  flagging. 

The  storm  seemed  to  be  working  round 
them  in  a  circle  and  was  never  silent  for  long. 
Every  few  minutes  the  lightning  flared  along 
the  dark  sides  of  the  Thai,  and  lit  up  the 
surface  of  the  water  and  the  wild  tossing 
branches  of  the  pine  trees  which  crowned  the 
ridge  on  the  opposite  bank.  Above  the  din 
of  the  hurrying  flood  the  thunder  echoed  from 
rock  to  rock. 
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In  spite  of  Rudolfs  hopefulness  Rose  felt 
that  the  prospect  was  not  cheering.  Mentally 
and  physically  the  day  had  strained  her  nerves. 
She  tried  valiantly  to  respond  to  his  efforts  ; 
he  looked  so  distressed  when  she  did  not 

"What  is  that  sound  we  hear.?"  she  said, 
rousing  herself.  '•  Like  bells.  A  great  many 
bells,  all  ringing  together.  Listen !  It  seems 
to  come  up  from  the  valley." 

"But  yes.  It  is  the  peasants  ringing  the 
bells  in  the  churches." 

"  Why  are  they  ringing  them  ?  It  cannot  be 
a  Festtag  in  this  storm  }  " 

Between  the  thunder  peals  and  above  the 
water's  roar,  rose  at  intervals  the  wild,  sweet 
jangle  of  bells.  The  sound  was  borne  this  way 
and  that  like  voices  crying  out  in  the  storm. 

Rudolf  was  leaning  against  the  lintel  of  the 
door  with  his  arms  folded  across  his  chest. 
He  did  not  answer  at  once. 

"  What  does  it  mean  }  "  she  repeated. 
"  It  is  the  Angels  fighting  the  Devil,"  he 
answered  gravely. 

"What  are  they  fighting  for.?" 
"For  the   lives  of  men.      When  a  storm 
comes  in  these  mountains,  the  peasants  they 
say  the  Devil  walks  seeking  for  some  one  to 
kill." 
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"  But  the  bells  ?  What  have  they  got  to  do 
with  it  ? " 

"  The  bells  are  the  Angels.  They  go  out 
into  the  storm  and  fight  with  the  Devil. 
When  the  Devil  hears  the  bells  he  is  afraid 
— he  hides  himself." 

"And  they  believe  that.?  It  is  a  very 
comforting  idea.  I  shall  always  think  of  it 
now  when  I  hear  the  bells  ringing  in  a  storm. 
Do  you  know  any  more  stories?  Tell  me 
some."  She  gave  a  little  shiver.  "  Not  about 
— devils.  It  is  getting  so  dark.  Something 
cheerful." 

Rudolf  possessed  a  vivid  imagination,  and 
a  fund  of  anecdotal  resource.  It  mattered 
little  whether  the  stories  he  told  were  true, 
or  superstitious  peasant  legends ;  if  he  could 
amuse  her,  that  was  all  he  cared  for.  For  two 
long  hours  he  strove  to  lighten  the  tedium  of 
the  weary  watch,  and  when  it  grew  so  dark  that 
he  could  hardly  see  his  hand  in  front  of  him, 
his  voice  was  still  as  cheery  and  his  gaiety  as 
light  as  it  had  been  at  the  beginning  of  the 
day. 

Rose  spoke  seldom,  and  as  the  time  crept  on 
she  lapsed  more  anc  more  into  silence.  She 
was  deadly  tired.  Her  head  felt  heavy  and 
stupid,  and  Rudolfs  voice  sounded  now  near. 
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and  now  far  away ;  at  times  she  lost  it  entirely. 
She  had  drifted  into  semi  -  unconsciousness 
when  something  roused  her  with  a  start.  She 
sat  up.  The  darkness  enveloped  her  like  a 
mantle,  and  everything  was  silent.  She  no 
longer  felt  Rudolfs  presence  near. 

'*  Where  are  you  ?  "  she  cried.  Stumbling  to 
her  feet  she  groped  forward  with  outstretched 
hands. 

His  voice  answered  from  outside  the  hut. 
In  another  instant  he  was  by  her  side. 

"A  light  has  appeared,"  he  said.  "It  is 
across  the  water.  Ah!  do  you  perceive?  It 
comes  once  more." 

"  I  see,"  she  exclaimed.  "  It  is  moving. 
Now  it  has  gone.  No— there  it  is  again.  Do 
you  think  it  is  a  signal — some  one  come  to 
look  for  us  ?    What  can  we  do  ?  " 

She  felt  Rudolfs  arm  brush  against  her 
shoulder. 

"What  can  we  do?"  she  repeated,  almost 
shaking  him.  "How  can  we  send  them  back 
an  answer  ?  " 

She  heard  him  laugh,  and  knew  that  his 
quick  brain  had  caught  some  happy  inspiration. 

"  I  have  already  thought  of  how  to  do  such 
a  thing.  But  yes;  of  course  we  will  send 
them  a  message." 
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Following  immediately  on  his  words  came  a 
crackling  sound  as  though  voluminous  sheets 
of  crisp  notepaper  were  being  rumpled  up. 
Then  the  scratching  of  a  match  and  the  flicker 
of  a  flame,  which  was  speedily  extinguished  by 
the  wind. 

The  momentary  illumination  showed  Rudolf 
bending  down  in  the  act  of  striking  another 
match. 

"  Oh  do,  do  be  careful ! "  she  cried.  "  Re- 
member that  you  have  only  three ! " 

The  second  match  shared  the  fate  of  the 
flrst. 

"  Wait.  Let  me  help.  I  will  hold  my  skirt 
so  as  to  keep  off  the  draught.  Now  —  try 
once  more.  I  dare  hardly  breathe,"  she 
whispered.  "It  must  catch  this  time  —  it 
must." 

"  Bravo ! "  exclaimed  Rudolf.  "  He  is  a  good 
one — he  lives." 

The  spluttering  flame  of  the  third  match 
caught  an  end  of  paper,  and  the  crackling 
sheets  burst  into  a  blaze. 

The  little  beacon  fire  did  not  last  for  more 
than  a  few  seconds  and  died  down  as  suddenly 
as  it  had  risen.  They  leant  forward,  straining 
their  eyes  to  pierce  the  darkness  and  see  if  any 
message  came  back  in  answer  to  their  signal. 
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Rudolf  was  the  first  to  catch  sight  of  a  small 
speck  of  light.  It  was  not  stationary,  but  was 
waved  from  side  to  side. 

The  glow  from  the  charred  papers  showed 
him  the  outline  of  Rose's  figure.  He  caught 
her  hand  and  wrung  it  impulsively. 

"  Have  no  longer  any  fear,  gnddige  Frau" 
he  cried.  "  There  is  no  doubt  that  the  light 
is  a  signal  to  us." 

"  Do  you  really  think  so  ?  It  has  gone 
again.  Perhaps  it  was  only  one  of  the 
peasants,  and  they  would  not  know  anything 
about  our  being  lost." 

"  It   would    not   be    a  peasant,"  answered 
Rudolf  emphatically.     "  They  carry  not  lights. 
They  have  eyes  like  cats  which  can  see  in 
the  darkness.    No,  it  was  some  one  who  seeks 
for  us.     It  may  be  that  they  return  to  Waldhof 
again  to  find  means  to  cross  the  water." 
'•  I  wonder  who  it  was  }  "  said  Rose. 
"  Perhaps    it   was    the    Englishman,"  said 
Rudolf. 

He  spoke  carelessly,  but  Rose  knew  that 
the  same  thought  had  been  hers.  At  the 
back  of  her  mind,  subconsciously  as  it  were, 
the  idea  of  rescue  had  been  associated  with 
Myles.  She  did  not  express  her  thoughts. 
"  How  fortunate  that  you  had  those  letters 
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in  your  pocket.  I  hope  you  did  not  mind 
burning  them." 

"  Not  at  all,"  answered  Rudolf  airily.  ••  It 
was  the  letter  of  one  of  my  best  loving  girls 
which  I  receive  this  morning.  She  write  me 
six,  seven,  eight — oh,  many  large  pages." 

He  stirred  the  smouldering  heap  of  burnt 
ash  with  the  toe  of  his  boot.  It  rose  up  in 
a  little  cloud  and  swirled  into  the  darkness 
and  storm. 

"It  is  no*^  often  that  one  finds  a  letter  so 
useful,"  he  remarked. 
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CHAPTER  XIV 

Watching  and  waiting,  the  hours  of  the  short 
summer  night  crept  on.  The  bench  was  a 
hard  couch,  and  Rudolfs  coat  but  an  indifferent 
pillow,  and  yet  towards  dawn  Rose  slept. 

When  she  awoke  it  was  to  find  that  the 
morning  was  breaking.  Through  the  open 
door  a  square  of  grey  light  faced  her,  and 
raising  herself  stiffly  she  stared  at  it  with 
dazed  eyes.  How  long  had  she  slept,  she 
wondered  ?  She  was  alone  ;  there  was  no  sign 
of  Rudolf  anywhere. 

Her  head  felt  light  and  her  feet  unsteady 
as  she  crossed  to  the  door  and  looked  out. 
The  air  was  very  still  and  the  rain  had  ceased  ; 
she  could  hear  the  rush  of  the  water,  but  it 
no  longer  roared.  A  thick  mist  hung  iike 
a  blanket  over  the  bed  of  the  stream  and 
blotted  out  all  landmarks.  The  mist  and 
the  stillness  and  the  ghostly  light  gave  her 
an  eerie  feeling  of  unreality. 

There  was  something  inexpressibly  lonely 
in  the  quiet  of  the  grey  dawn  after  the  night 
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of  stress  and  fierce  storm.  She  looked  up- 
wards  and  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  lacerated 
stretch  of  hillside  down  which  the  landslip 
had  torn  its  way.  She  gave  a  shudder. 
There  was  no  unreality  about  that. 

Where  was  Rudolf.?  she  asked  herself 
uneasily.  He  could  not  be  far  away,  for  he 
would  not  desert  her.  The  thought  was  in 
her  mind  to  call  out  to  him,  when  suddenly 
the  mist  parted  and  rolled  from  side  to  side. 
Shadowy  forms  were  distinguishable  rising 
from  out  the  wreaths  of  vapour,  and  the  great 
mass  of  rock  which  had  been  hurled  into  the 
stream  stood  out  black  and  menacing. 

She  took  a  few  steps  down  the  bank  and 
then  stopped.  Some  one  was  coming  rapidly 
up  the  steep  ascent  to  meet  her.  It  was  not 
Rudolf.     It  was  Mr  Egerton. 

He  took  both  her  hands  in  his  and  held 
them  for  a  moment 

'•  I  am  so  very  glad  you  are  safe,"  he  said 
and  the  tone  of  his  voice  expressed  more 
than  his  words. 

She  felt  that  she  could  have  laughed  aloud 
0-. :  of  sheer  gratitude  and  relief. 

"  We  thought  you  were  never  coming !  " 
*'  Ah !     You  thought  I  would  come  ?  " 
She  flushed  a  little  and  said  hastily  : 
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"It  was  Baron  Schdlan  who  suggested  that 
perhaps  you  might.  How  did  you  get  across  ? 
and  was  it  you  who  waved  the  light  to  us  ? " 

••  Yes." 

"Where  is  Baron  Schdlan?"  she  asked, 
trying  to  distinguish  objects  through  the  mist. 
"He  has  been  so  good.  You  can't  think  how 
kind  he  has  been." 

Myles  pointed  to  the  stream  below. 

"  He's  down  there,  working  with  the  men 
I  brought  with  me.  He's  told  me  about  it. 
What  an  escape  you  had !  When  I  found  the 
bridge  gone  I  knew  what  had  happened.  Yes, 
it  was  my  light  you  saw,  but  I  had  to  go 
back  to  Waldhof  for  help,  and  then  we  had 
to  wait  on  the  other  side  for  a  bit.  Those 
peasant  fellows  who  came  back  with  me  said 
it  was  no  use  trying  to  cross  until  we  had 
some  light.  We  couldn't  tell,  you  see,  what 
mischief  the  landslip  had  done." 

"It  seemed  such  a  long  night,"  she  said — 
"  and  so  dark." 

"  I  wish  I  had  found  out  that  you  were  miss- 
ing earlier,  but — I  didn't." 

He  was  going  to  have  said  something  about 
Benjie,  and  checked  himself.  It  would  only 
distress  her  to  hear  of  the  child's  misery. 

"But  how  did  you  get  across?"  she  said. 
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••You  have  not  told  me.     It  is  so  thick  down 
there  I  can  see  nothing." 

'•We've  got  a  rope.  That  big  rock  out 
m  the  middle  helped  us.  One  of  the  men 
struggled  across  to  it  with  the  rope  round  his 
waist  and  found  some  wreckage  of  the  bridge 
It  gave  him  something  to  keep  his  line  steady' 
and  the  rest  of  the  bit  was  easy.  On  this  side 
the  channel  is  all  silted  up  with  soil  and  broken 
timber ;  rather  tricky,  but  all  right  if  you  look 
out  for  holes." 

^o^?!/''!"'  ^^"""^  attracted  their  attention 
and  Rudolfs  head  and  shoulders  emerged  from 
the  mist.  He  called  to  them  that  they  were 
to  come  down.  Evidently  the  preparationr  for 
crossing  were  complete. 

••His  coat,"  said  Rose.     "  It  is  in  the  hut. 
We  will  take  it  down  to  him." 

••I  will  fetch  it."  said  Myles.  and  came  back 
with  the  coat  thrown  over  his  arm. 
Rose  touched  it,  and  smiled. 
••  It  was  my  pillow  last  night." 
Myles  said  nothing.     He  gave  her  his  hand 
to  help  her  down    the   bank,  and   in   a   few 
minutes  they  were  standing  on  the  stretch  of 
flat  ground  by  the  edge  of  the  stream. 

Rudolf  welcomed  Rose  with  a  cheerful  "good 
mormng."     He  was  smoking  one  of  Myles's 


W 


(  * 


"i « 


1  r 


-i 


■ :  i  i\ 


i'^ 


ill; 


11 


i6a  WITH  THE  MERRY  AUSTRIANS 

cigarettes,  and  looked  as  fresh  as  though  he 
had  just  come  on  parade.  A  short  distance 
from  him  a  couple  of  stalwart  peasants  were 
working  at  a  rope  lashed  round  the  stem  of  a 
pine  tree ;  the  rope  was  thick  and  strong  and 
swung  out  in  a  long  line  across  the  water. 

••Well."  said  Myles,  "I  think  we'd  better 
make  a  start.  We  left  a  man  on  the  other 
side  to  see  that  the  rope  didn't  strain,  so  I 
don't  think  there's  any  fear  of  a  breakdown. 
You  talk  to  these  men,"  he  said  to  Rudolf. 
••You  understand  their paiots.  See  what  they 
say  about  getting  Mrs  Trevor  over  without  a 
wetting." 

The  two  men  were  magnificent  specimens 
of  the  young  Tyrolean  peasant.  There  was 
not  an  ounce  of  superfluous  flesh  on  their 
muscular,  well-knit  figures,  and  their  clear  blue 
eyes  and  deeply  bronzed  skins  told  of  the  hardy 
life  of  the  mountaineer. 

Rudolf  threw  away  his  cigarette,  and  an 
animated  discussion  followed.  One  man,  who 
had  a  little  tuft  of  white  feathers  at  the  back  of 
his  hat,  drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height  and 
saluted  the  English  lady  with  grave  politeness. 
His  companion  looked  at  him  a  little  enviously; 
it  was  evident  that  Rudolf  had  made  a  choice 
between  the  two. 
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Rudolf  rejoined  his  companions. 
"I  find  that  both  of  these  young  men  desire 
waterT:  1  ""^'"8  Frau  Trevor  across  th: 

Srs       'his'tr  He  T  "'*  '"^  """'^ 
"  n«s  nat.     He  appears  to  me  jhe 

most  strong."    He  addressed'himself  to  Ro 'e 
It  .,  necessary  that  you  sit  on  his  shoulder 
and  pu,    your    arms    round    his  neck -so.' 
And  he  embraced  the  air 

smm^g^'"'"""^ '°  *'  """■•  "''°  '»"«  fo™-^d 

"  Let  me  put  you  up,"  said  Myles.     ••  He's 

a  pretty  tall  mount.     Hold  on  to  the  collaVof 

h.s  coat  and  give  me  your  foot.     Now  '^  and 

"Dort'^V^'""'/"  '°  '"•  ■»-•'  shoulder 
Dont  you  feel  safe.'"  he  asked.     Her  ex 

pres^on  as  she  looked  down  at  him  was  not" 

"No.     I  feel  horribly  unsafe,  and  if  I  hold 
..gWy  round  his  neck  I  will  strangle  him.'' 
Clh   no,    you  won't;    he'll    take  a   M.  „f 

,tr«'i"«-     "t  """■'  l"^  °-  "f  hi    dep°h  on 

h.s  side,   but   he  will  on  the  other  and  the 

currents    running    strong.      You    must    hi 

"  I  wish  some  one  would  go  first  " 

holVoT^hf '^  Rudolf  promptly,  and  catching 
hold  of  the  rope  he  plunged  into  the  water 
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The  treacherous  bed  of  the  stream  was  full  of 
holes ;  more  than  once  he  almost  disappeared 
from  sight.  When  he  gained  the  rock  in  the 
middle  he  waved  his  arm  and  then  vanished 
behind  it ;  the  next  they  saw  of  him  he  was 
clambering  up  the  bank  on  the  opposite  side. 

The  peasants  had  watched  him  with  broad 
smiles  of  amusement.  The  one  who  was  to 
carry  Rose  across  nodded  to  his  fellow  and 
grunted  out  something  at  which  Myles  laughed. 

"  Sounds  as  if  he  thought  he  could  go  one 
better.     Now,  do  you  think  you  will  venture  ? " 

'•  Yes,"  she  answered. 

The  young  man  showed  her  how  to  hold  on 
to  him,  so  as  not  to  interfere  with  the  freedom 
of  his  arms.  He  folded  her  skirt  carcf  .;ly 
round  her,  and  then,  with  great  deliberation,  let 
himself  down  into  the  water. 

The  flooded  stream,  which  in  the  black- 
ness of  the  night  had  seemed  an  insurmount- 
able difficulty,  lost  its  terrors  in  the  light  of 
the  summer  morning.  Rose  felt  the  broad- 
shouldered  figure  under  her  move  steadily,  and 
every  inch  of  ground  was  carefully  tested  as 
he  advanced  step  by  step.  The  half-way  rock 
was  reached,  and  then  she  saw  with  what  force 
the  current  was  running  in  the  channel  between 
and  the  bank  they  were  trying  to  gain. 
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"  Now's  the  time  to  hold  on  tight  and  shut 
your  eyes,"  called  out  Myles  reassuringly  from 
close  behind. 

But  she  only  heard  the  noise  of  the  water 
beating  in  her  ears.  As  the  man  swung  out 
into  the  deep  channel  he  had  nothing  to  keep 
him  from  being  swept  downwards  except  his 
hold  on  the  rope,  and  for  .  few  breathless  seconds 
the  strain  was  intense.  It  was  a  hand  over 
hand  fight  against  the  current.  Then  she  felt 
his  body  stiffen.  He  had  touched  ground 
again.  She  was  conscious  of  being  seized  by 
Rudolf  and  lifted  bodily  on  to  the  bank. 

Her  first  impulse  was  to  turn  to  the  young 
peasant  and  hold  out  her  hand ;  in  her  best 
German  she  tried  to  thank  him. 

Shaking  hands  was  not  a  custom  he  under- 
stood. He  raised  the  hand  to  his  lips  and 
kissed  it,  then  stood  back  to  shake  the  water 
which  was  dripping  from  his  clothes. 

Myles  was  also   shaking   himself  dry   at   a 
respectful  distance-.      He  made  some   remark 
to  Rudolf,  and  then  he  went  up  to  Rose. 
"  I'm  going  to  hurry  you  on,"  he  said. 
She  hesitated. 

"  These  men  have  taken  so  much  trouble." 
"I   think  we    can    leave   them    to    young 
Scholan,"  he    answered.      "Come,    I'm    sure 
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you  ought  to  get  home  as  soon  as  you 
can." 

She  went  back  a  few  steps  to  where  Rudolf 
was  standing. 

"  How  can  I  ever  thank  you  enough  for 
having  taken  such  care  of  me  ?  "  she  said.  "  I 
don't  know  \.'hat  I  should  have  done  if  you  had 
not  kept  up  my  spirits." 

"It  was  a  great  pleasure  to  me  to  guard 
you,"  said  Rudolf  gallantly.  "  I  fear  you  must 
be  very  tired.  It  is  necessary  that  you  now 
go  away  to  rest.  I  speak  to  these  men,  and 
I  follow  quickly." 

With  the  exciiement  of  the  adventure  over, 
Rose's  spirits  flagged.  She  was  utterly 
exhausted,  principally  from  want  of  food,  a  fact 
which  she  did  not  realise  until  she  had  gone 
some  little  way.  The  path  was  all  downhill, 
and  twisted  and  turned  like  a  corkscrew ;  her 
head  began  to  swim  and  her  knees  to  shake 
under  her.  She  was  wondering  how  long  she 
could  keep  up  appearances  and  not  show  her 
exhaustion  when  she  stumbled  over  a  loose 
stone.  Before  Myles  had  time  to  put  out  his 
hand  to  help  her  she  reeled  back,  and  would 
have  fallen  had  not  her  shoulder  caught  against 
the  stem  of  a  tree.  She  smiled  faintly,  trying 
to  steady  herself,  but  the  look  of  weariness  in 


■\ 


WITH  THE  MERRY  AUSTRIANS   167 

her  eyes  and  the  dark  circles  under  them  told 
their  own  tale. 

"What  a  fool  I  was  not  to  bring  some  food 
with  me,"  he  exclaimed  remorsefully;  "but  I 
have  this,"  and  he  felt  in  the  pocket  of  his  coat 
for  his  flask,  and  pouring  some  brandy  and  water 
into  the  cup  he  held  it  out  to  her. 

"  What  is  it  ?"  she  asked. 

"  Never  mind,  drink  it." 

♦•  Not  if  it's  brandy.     I  hate  it." 

"  Drink  it,"  he  repeated. 

She  drank  a  few  mouthfuls,  and  the  colour 
crept  slowly  back  into  her  cheeks. 

"Do  you  always  get  your  own  way.>"  she 
asked. 

"  If  you  collapse  I  shall  have  to  carry  you, 
and  you  won't  find  me  such  a  steady  mount  as 
that  good-looking  Tyrolean." 

He  emptied  out  the  few  drops  of  brandy 
that  remained  in  the  bottom  of  the  cup  and  put 
the  flask  back  in  his  pocket.  He  did  it  very 
slowly,  so  as  to  give  her  time  to  recover. 

"  You  must  rest  a  few  minutes,"  he  said. 

"  Rest !  Oh  no,  let  us  go  on.  I  can't  rest 
until  I  get  back  to  the  Schloss.  I  am  so  afraid 
Benjie  may  have  been  frightened." 

"Oh,  I  expect  he's  all  right.  Five  minutes," 
he  said.     "  After  that  you  may  start." 
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She  looked  half  rebellious,  then  laughed  a 
little  nervously. 

"How  determined  you  are!  " 

The  rest  of  the  way  was  traversed  almost  in 
silence,  and  Rudolf  did  not  overtake  them. 

As  they  emerged  from  the  shelter  of  the 
trees  they  saw  the  old  Schloss  standing  out 
grim  and  impressive  against  the  pale  back- 
ground of  the  morning  sky  ;  its  shutters  were 
all  closed,  and  the  massive  doorway  was  shut 
and  barred. 

Rose  stopped  short  and  looked  at  Myles. 

"  We  won't  be  able  to  get  in.  I  never 
thought  of  that." 

He  glanced  up  at  the  Clock  Tower. 

"  Half- past  four.     That  is  not  early   for  a 

Tyrolean,     I  expect  we'll  find  some  one  awake. 

^'il  go  round  to  the  back  and  see.     Will  you 

vpit  here?     I  wish  there  was  some  place  for 

yoi  to  sit  down." 

"  Nothing  but  the  doorstep,"  she  answered. 
"  Put  I'm  too  tired  to  care." 

"I'm  so  sorry.  I'll  be  as  quick  as  I  can. 
If  I  can't  get  in  any  other  way  I'll  break  a 
window." 

He  disappeared  round  a  projecting  gable, 
and  Rose  resigned  herself  to  the  doorstep. 

It  was  a  lovely  summer  morning.     The  storm 
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had  passed  completely  away,  leaving  a  moist 
sweetness  in  the  air.  The  birds  were  bursting 
their  little  throats  in  joyous  praise  of  the  coming 
day:  from  the  Thai  came  the  sound  of  the 
stream,  but  subdued  to  a  quiet  murmur;  its 
anger  spent  and  broken. 

Rose  listened,  and  fell  to  wondering  if  the 
experiences  of  the  night  had  been  a  reality,  or 
only  a  troubled  dream.  She  was  very  sleepy. 
How  long  would  it  be  before  Myles  would 
open  the  door.?     He  had  only  been  gone  a 

few  minutes,  and  yet She  started  to  her 

feet.  She  heard  the  drawing  back  of  a  bolt 
behind  her,  and  the  grating  of  a  key  being 
turned  in  the  lock. 

Panic  seized  her.  It  seemed  impossible  that 
he  could  have  had  time  to  rouse  the  house- 
hold. It  was  not  he  who  was  opening  the 
door ;  it  was  some  one  who  had  no  knowledge 
of  what  had  happened.  She  would  have  to 
explain  why  she  came  to  be  standing  alone 
at  half-past  four  in  the  morning  on  the  door- 
step of  the  hotel,  with  every  appearance  of 
having  been  out  all  night. 

The  door  opened  very  quietly,  and  when 
she  saw  who  stood  behind  it,  she  gave  a  cry 
of  joy. 

"Oh!      You  gave  me  such    a  fright.      I 
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thought  it  was  some  one  else,"  she  said,  and 
stumbled  across  the  threshold. 

Not  much  light  flickered  through  the  iron- 
barred  windows  in  the  old  stone  hall,  and  she 
could  not  see  Myles's  face  distinctly,  but  she 
thought  he  was  a  very  long  time  in  fumbling 
with  the  fastening  of  the  door. 

"  How  did  you  get  in  ?  "  she  asked. 

He  dropped  the  bolt  into  its  place  and  turned 
to  her. 

"  I  met  the  bath- woman  She  was  carry- 
ing the  key  of  the  Schloss  in  one  hand,  and 
her  breakfast  in  the  other.  It  seems  that 
the  Herrschaften  begin  their  cure  about  five 
o'cloc'<  in  the  morning,  so  she  has  to  be  up 
betimes.  She  has  some  underground  way  of 
getting  into  the  Schloss,  and  was  making  for 
it  when  I  happened  to  catch  her." 

"  And  she  trusted  you  with  the  key  ? " 

"It  wasn't  a  case  of  trusting.  I  took  it. 
When  I  was  about  it,  I  thought  I  might  as 
well  save  her  the  trouble  of  eating  her  break- 
fast, so  I  brought  it  along  with  me.  Rather 
rough  fare,  but  the  best  I  could  do  for  you." 

"  I  thought  I  smelt  coffee." 

From  the  window-ledge,  where  he  had  laid 
it  down,  he  brought  a  cup  and  saucer.  The 
cup  was  very  thick,  and  filled  to  the  brim  with 


lin 


WITH  THE  MERRY  AUSTRIANS   171 

hot,  strong  coffee  ;  balanced  on  the  edge  of  the 
saucer  was  a  slab  of  brown  bread. 

"Thank  you,"  she  said.  She  drank  the 
coffee  thirstily,  but  the  bread  she  declined. 
"  I  cannot  eat." 

"You  must,"  he  said,  in  the  same  tone  of 
voice  as  he  had  told  her  that  she  must  drink 
the  brandy. 

She  shook  her  head. 

"But  I  don't  want  it." 

He  seated  himself  on  the  side  of  the  table. 

"  I  won't  let  you  go  upstairs  until  you  have 
eaten  something.  You  haven't  touched  food 
for  hours." 

•'  You  are  quite  the  most  obstinate  person  I 
have  ever  met,"  she  answered. 

He  regarded  her  gravely. 

"I  wish  you  would  not  call  me  that.  An 
obstinate  person  is  a  pig-headed  bore.  I  am 
only  trying  to  make  you  do  what's  good  for 
you." 

The  coffee  had  had  a  reviving  effect  upon 
her,  and  dividing  the  bread  in  half,  she  offered 
him  one  of  the  pieces. 

"Will  you  share  it  with  me.-* " 

"  That  is  only  a  way  of  shirking.  And  you 
are  offering  me  the  largest  share.  I  wonder 
"  He  paused  for  a  moment.     "  I   wonder 
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if  it  came  to  sharing  anything  seriously,  which 
of  us  would  be  most  generous  ? " 
She  shook  her  head. 

"  I  possess  nothing  worth  sharing  with  any 
one." 

"That  depends.  What  one  person  counts 
worthless,  another  doesn't." 

She  drew  his  attention  to  the  fact  that  she 
had  eaten  her  piece  of  bread. 

"  You  ought  to  feel  flattered,  for  I  am  very 
independent,  obstinate— pig-headed,  you  w^ould 
call  it.     May  I  go  now  ?  " 

He  walked  with  her  to  the  foot  of  the  stairs. 

"  Is  it  good-night  or  good-morning?  " 

"Both,  I  think." 

She  went  up  the  first  two  steps  and  then 
turned. 

He  had  not  moved. 

She  was  not  impulsive,  but  something 
prompted  her  to  go  back. 

She  held  out  her  hand,  and  he  took  it. 

"  Thank  you  very  much  for  all  that  you  have 
done  for  me,"  she  said  hurriedly.  •'  I  am  not 
ungrateful." 

And  she  was  gone  before  he  had  time  to 
think  of  an  answer. 


CHAPTER  XV 

The  sun  was  high  in  the  heavens  before  Rose 
wakened  from  the  deep  sleep  into  which  she 
had  fallen  almost  as  soon  as  her  head  touched 
the  pillow. 

The  light  in  the  room  was  dim  when  she 
awoke,  for  the  Venetian  shutters  were  closed. 
She  was  not  aware  how  late  it  was,  until  her 
eyes  fell  on  the  small  travelling  clock  which 
stood  on  the  table  beside  her  bed,  and  she 
saw    that    it    was  past    mid-day.      It   was  a 
wonder  she    had    been    allowed   to  sleep  so 
long.     Leopoldina  had  had  much  difficulty  in 
restraining  Benjie  from  wakening  her.    Having 
assured  himself  by  various  skirmishings  that 
the   Englishman  had   kept  his  promise,   and 
really  had   brought  his  mother  back,   he  had 
consented    to   eat    his    breakfast    and    allow 
himself    to  be   taken    out    for    his    mornine 
walk.  ^ 

Rose  lay  for  some  time  without  stirring,  her 
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thoughts  going  drowsily  over  the  events  of  the 
previous  night.  She  was  roused  by  hearing 
some  one  moving  on  the  balcony,  which  could 
be  entered  from  the  corridor,  as  wel!  as  from 
her  own  room.  Thinking  it  was  Leopoldina, 
she  called  to  her  to  come  in. 

The  door  opened  and  Ilka  Rentier  appeared, 
her  figure  framed  against  a  background  of 
flowers.  The  balcony  seemed  to  be  smothered 
in  flowers.  They  were  laid  in  sprays  and 
bouquets  on  the  balustrade,  and  piled  on  the 
wooden  table,  filling  the  air  with  their  sweet- 
ness. An  enormous  bunch  of  crimson  and 
yellow  roses  was  propped  against  the  side  of 
the  door. 

Ilka  picked  up  the  bunch  of  roses,  and 
stepping  into  the  room  cried  out  gaily : 

••  Are  you  already  awake  ?  But  yes  !  Your 
eyes  are  open.  See  what  a  Garden  of  Paradise 
awaits  you." 

"What  does  it  all  mean?"  exclaimed  Rose. 
She  looked  towards  the  open  door  and  the 
flower-decked  balcony  and  rubbed  her  eyes 
"Am  I  dreaming?" 

Ilka  laughed  at  her  perplexed  face,  and  laid 
the  roses  on  her  pillow. 

"It  is  joy,  my  friend.  The  Gesellschaft  of 
this  hotel,  and  the  officers  and  all—every  one, 
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send  their  congratulations.  Last  night  you 
escaped  from  a  great  danger,  and  naturiich 
there  is  much  rejoicing." 

"I  must  have  been  sleeping  very  soundly 
not  to  hear  any  one  on  the  balcony." 

"  But  of  course,  we  all  walk  like  wicked  ones 
come  to  steal.  See,  I  will  bring  you  some  of 
these  good  wishes." 

She  ran  back  and  gathered  up  an  armful  of 
flowers  at  random,  and  then  perched  herself  on 
the  side  of  the  bed  with  the  bouquets  spread 
out  on  the  coverlet.  Tied  to  the  stems  of 
most  of  them  were  cards  bearing  the  names 
of  the  senders. 

"Now  we  will  see  who  loves  you  best. 
There  has  been  murh  exercise  of  English  this 
morning,  and  the  die  Jonary  has  been  very  busy. 
Ah!  from  the  wife  of  the  Herr  Hauptman.  I 
do  not  admire  her  bouquet.  On  her  card  she 
*!**  ^^^"«"  •  '  I  send  you  my  kindest  rela- 
tions.'" She  tossed  the  flowers  aside  with  a 
shrug  of  her  shoulders.  ••  It  is  fortunate  such 
a  tragedy  is  not  possible." 

Picking  up  a  bunch  of  Alpine  flowers  tied 
with  a  purple  ribbon,  she  frowned  as  the  name 
on  the  card  caught  her  eye. 

"  Frau  Wolff!  I  do  not  like  the  familiarity 
of  such  a  person.     Listen  to  the  manner  in 
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which  she  addresses  you :  *  You  will  keep 
this  in  memoriams  of  me.' "  She  dropped  the 
bouquet  on  the  floor.  "  That  is  the  place  for 
you,"  she  remarked  drily. 

Laughing  and  protesting,  Rose  caught  her 
hand. 

"You  must  not  throw  them  away,"  she 
said.  "  I  am  deeply  touched  by  every  one's 
kindness.  I  never  thought  they  would  care." 
She  bent  over  the  bouquet  which  lay  on  her 
pillow.  "You  cannot  laugh  at  this.  And 
there  is  no  card.     Who  could  have  sent  it.?" 

Ilka  raised  her  eyebrows. 

"  Such  roses  do  not  grow  at  Schloss 
Waldhof.     Rudolf  has  but  a  short  time  since 

returned    from    riding    very    fast.     So " 

She  examined  the  green  foliage  carefully. 
"  No  letter  —  not  one  single  word  ?  How 
strange  I " 

She  jumped  up  and  ran  out  again  on  to  the 
balcony. 

•*  From  every  one  a  greeting,  but  from  Vilma 
Seybell — no !  "  she  cried,  and  returned  to  her 
perch  on  the  bed.  "  Vilma  is  a  cat.  It  pleases 
me  to  repeat  that  many  times.  It  has  been  told 
to  me  that  last  evening  after  supper  she  made 
a  scandal  about  you." 

Rose  raised  herself  on  her  elbow. 
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"A  scandal?  How  could  she  make  a 
scandal  about  me  ?  " 

"  Pouf!  Vilma  would  make  a  scandal  out  of 
the  hairs  of  her  own  head.  Last  night  you 
were  not  at  supper ;  Rudi  also  was  not  at 
supper!    Vilma  makes  a  scandal—So." 

"Why  does  Baronin  Seybell  dislike  me.>" 
asked  Rose. 

"Jealousy!    What  else  would  it  be ?     Vilma 
has  one  fixed  id^e.    She  wishes  to  marry,  there- 
fore she   cannot   bear  for  a  man  to  look  at 
another  woman.     At   one   time  she  tried  to 
marry  Rudi.     Rudi  flirted  with  her,  of  course 
At  first  he  thought  it  charming,  for  Vilma  can 
be  amusmg  to  a  man.     Afterwards  he  became 
frightened.     He  come  to  me.     ^  Liebling:  he 
said,    'what  am  I  to  do.?'     Then  I  frighten 
him  still  more.     '  If  you  marry  Vilma.'  I  say, 
•  she  will   wear  the  trewsers.     She  will   keep 
you  in  order,  and  it  will  be  very  good  for  you 
to  be  kept  in  order,  for  you  are  a  bad  boy.' 
I   told  him   a  few  other  things,  because,   of 
course.  I  did  not  wish  to  have  Vilma  for  a  sister. 
'She  will  certainly  wear  the  trewsers,'  I  said. 
Rudi  made  a  face -so."    Ilka  contorted  her 
features  diabolically.     ^^  ^  Sacrament ! '  he  ex- 
claimed.    •  She  is  no  longer  for  me.     I  step 
away.  ^ 
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Rose  laughed.  "  But  how  stupid  of  her  to 
be  jealous,"  she  said. 

"Then  again,  there  is  the  Englishman," 
continued  Ilka.  "  Do  you  not  observe  how 
Vilma  conspires  to  catch  him?  But  where 
are  his  eyes  .5*  My  husband  say  to  me  this 
morning  :  '  Vilma  is  a  fool.  The  Englishman 
has  but  one  heart,  and  that  is  for  the  lady  of 
his  own  country.' " 

Rose  started  up. 

"Oh,  please  don't  say  that,"  she  exclaimed 
quickly.  "  You  are  quite  wrong.  We  are  not 
even  friends.     We  are  always  disagreeing." 

Ilka  smiled  a  little  enigmatical  smile. 

"  What  is  your  name  ?  "  she  asked,  changing 
the  conversation  with  her  usual  irrelevance. 
"  May  I  call  you  by  your  name  ?  Frau  Trevor 
is  so  rigorous." 

Rose  broke  off  one  of  the  flowers  from 
Rudolfs  bouquet  and  held  it  out  to  her. 

'  Ah  so,"  exclaimed  Ilka.  "  That  \&podtique. 
I  carry  you  near  my  heart,"  and  she  fastened 
the  rose  into  the  front  of  her  dress.  "  I  came 
to  give  congratulations,  and  what  a  lot  of 
nonsense  I  talk.  Now  I  go  away  to  make 
shoppings  in  the  village." 

"  And  I  must  get  up  and  dress,"  said  Rose. 

Ilka  ran  back  again. 
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"  This  evening  we  make  ^fite  in  the  garden 
after  supper."  she  explained.  '<  It  is  to  rejoice 
that  you  are  not  already  dead.  We  make  an 
illummation  and  we  drink  coffee  under  the 
trees,  and  there  will  be  music.  It  is  a  thought 
of  Rudi's.  You  will  be  quite  well  and  bloom- 
mg  and  ready  to  come,  will  you  not.?  Now 
I  run  away." 

She  had  only  just  left  when  Rose  heard  the 
familiar  patter  of  little  feet  flying  along  the 
corridor;  the  door  burst  open,  and  a  small 
figure,  inarticulate  from  want  of  breath  and 
excitement,  threw  itself  into  her  arms. 

"  I've  runned  away."  gasped  Benjie,  hugging 
her  rapturously. 

"  My  darling,  you're  always  running  away." 
She  returned  his  kisses  as  best  she  could,  for 
Rudolfs  roses  were  included  in  his  embrace 
and  were  crushed  remorselessly  against  her 
bosom. 

"  The  poor  flowers,"  she  pleaded.  "  They 
are  so  ^     tty.  we  must  not  kill  them." 

Benjie  sat  up.  His  hat  was  hanging  by  the 
elastic  from  the  back  of  his  neck  and  he  was 
flushed  with  victory.  Childlike,  he  had  for- 
gotten  the  terrors  of  the  night. 

"  Flowers !    What  a  lot !    Oh.  what  a  lot !  " 

He  scrambled  down  to  the  floor,  and  running 
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out  on  to  the  balcony  danced  with  delight. 
He  gathered  the  bouquets  in  armfuls  and 
pelted  his  mother  with  them  until  she  cried 
for  mercy.  Catching  him  by  the  tails  of  his 
tunic  as  he  was  rushing  off  for  a  fresh  supply, 
she  pulled  him  up  beside  her. 

He  subsided  into  sudden  gravity. 

"  He  keeped  his  promise,  muvver,"  he  said, 
after  gazing  at  her  intently  for  a  few  moments. 

"  Who  kept  his  promise  ?  "  asked  Rose. 

"He  keeped  his  promise,"  repeated  Benjie. 
•'  He  promised,  same  as  you  do,  muvver." 

"What  promise.?  Who  are  you  talking 
about?" 

"The  Englishman." 

With  wonderful  coherence  for  a  small  child 
who  generally  gabbled  out  his  words  quicke*" 
than  he  could  think,  Benjie  recounted  the 
incident  of  the  previous  evening. 

Rose  lay  still  and  listened.  She  could  see 
the  whole  scene ;  she  could  feel  it.  The 
strong  man  and  the  sobbing,  frightened  child. 
The  man  making  promises  which  he  did  not 
in  the  least  know  whether  he  could  fulfil : 
the  child  clinging  to  him  in  helpless  misery, 
trusting  with  the  simplicity  of  childhood's  faith 
to  his  word. 

"  You  like  the  Englishman  ? "  she  said. 
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"Yes,"  answered  Benjie  promptly.  "But 
—I  like  the  soldier  man  too.  I— don't  know 
which  I  like  best,  muvver."  He  squeezed 
his  hands  tightly  together.  He  always  did 
that  when  very  much  in  earnest.  "  I  like 
the  soldier  man  when  he  stands  on  his  head 
and  plays  funny  games,  i  don't  sink  the 
Englishman  would  stand  on  his  head.  Do 
you,  muvver?" 

"  No.     I  don't  think  he  would." 

He  squeezed  his  hands  still  tighter. 

"  I  don't  know  which  I  like  best.  I  sink— 
I  sink  I  like  them  both  best." 
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The  glass  doors  of  the  restaurant  opened  on 
to  the  terrace,  from  which  steps  led  down  into 
the  garden.  A  little  distance  from  the  steps 
stood  a  group  of  pine  trees,  their  lower  branches 
were  lopped  and  their  tops  thick  and  feathery. 
That  evening  after  dark  had  set  in  they  pre- 
sented an  unusual  appearance.  From  every 
branch  within  reach  hung  Chinese  lanterns, 
which  throw  down  coloured  lights  on  the 
groups  of  men  and  women  sitting  round  the 
tables  below.  The  splashes  of  colour,  pink 
and  blue  and  green,  lit  up  the  women's  dresses 
and  shone  on  the  uniforms  of  the  men.  All 
the  men  were  smoking,  and  some  of  the 
women,  but  with  the  latter  it  was  the  exception 
rather  than  the  rule. 

It  was  all  very  simple.  A  dozen  or  so  of 
Chinese  lanterns  had  transformed  the  Schloss 
garden  into  a  small  pte.  The  only  person 
who  did  not  regard  the  fHe  with  approval 
was  Vilma  Seybell.  She  had  watched  the 
lanterns    being   hung    up  and  she  knew   for 
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whom  the  fete  was  given,  and  her  hatred  of 
the  Englishwoman  had  deepened  as  she 
counted  the  candles  being  lit.  Her  spiteful 
remarks  of  the  previous  evening  had  made 
no  impression  on  any  one  ;  they  had  rather 
added  to  the  popularity  of  the  two  people 
she  had  tried  to  malign.  She  joined  the  fite 
and  pretended  to  be  enjoying  herself,  but 
she  was  not  enjoying  herself.  She  hated 
the  whole  thing.  Her  only  satisfaction  was, 
that  Mrs  Trevor  was  sitting  on  one  side  of 
the  circle  and  Mr  Egerton  on  the  other. 

The  day  had  been  one  of  mixed  pleasure 
for  Rose.  At  every  turn  she  had  been  met 
by  a  flood  of  congratulations  and  plied  with 
questions  about  the  previous  night's  adven- 
tures. She  was  the  heroine  of  the  moment. 
It  was  a  distinction  she  would  willingly  have 
avoided,  for  she  did  not  care  for  notoriety. 
That  evening  when  she  came  out  of  the  supper 
room  and  saw  the  illuminations  and  the  festive 
appearance  of  the  garden,  she  would  not  allow 
Rudolf  to  lead  her  to  one  of  the  most  con- 
spicuous tables  in  the  centre  of  the  circle. 

"I  would  rather  not  sit  there,"  she  said, 
and  made  her  way  to  a  seat  on  the  outskirts 
of  the  crowd.  "  It  is  quieter  here,  and  I  can 
listen  to  the  music  better." 
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No  entertainment  of  such  a  kind  could  be 
a  success  without  music,  and  the  piano  had 
been  wheeled  out  on  to  the  terrace.  Every 
one  was  prepared  to  do  something,  joining  in 
a  chorus  if  they  could  attempt  nothing  better. 
Some  one  began  to  play  the  accompaniment 
to  •'  Kussen  ist  keine  SUnd,"  and  every  voice 
took  up  the  air.  It  seemed  as  familiar  as  the 
National  Anthem. 

•'  Kussen  ist  ':eine  Siind 
MI  einem  schonen  Kind, 
Lacht  dir  ein  rosen  Mund 
Kiiss  ihn  zu  jeder  Stund. 
Pfliicke  die  Rosen  kiihn 
Die  dir  am  Wege  bliihen, 
Nimm  dir  was  iir  bestimmt 
Weil's  sonst  ein  anderer  nimmt." 

The  last  bars  of  the  chorus  were  repeated 
again  and  again,  and  allowed  to  die  reluctantly. 
There  was  a  pause  of  a  few  minutes,  and  then 
a  name  passed  from  mouth  to  mouth. 

"Baron  Scholan,  do  you  not  hear  ihem 
calling  for  you  ? "  said  Rose. 

Rudolf  drew  his  chair  further  back  into  the 
shadow  of  hers. 

"  I  hear,  but  I  make  believe  not  to  hear. 
I  do  not  wish  to  go  away.  I  hide  myself," 
and  he  went  on  humming  "Kussen  ist  keine 
Sund." 
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She  did  not  wish  it  to  appear  that  he  was 
hiding  behind  her  chair.  Not  that  she  took 
Rudolfs  attentions  seric  jsiy,  because  it  would 
be  ridiculous  to  do  so.  Any  one  who  proclaimed 
their  admiration  from  the  housetops  as  he  d'd 
could  not  be  serious ;  but  it  was  contrary  to 
the  rules  of  the  present  society  for  a  couple 
to  sit  apart.  The  proper  thing  to  do  was  to 
sit  in  a  circle  round  a  table  and  join  in  the 
general  conversation. 

"Pflucke  die  Rosen  kuhn,"  sang  Rudolf 
softly.  "I  sing  your  name.  I  find  it 
beautiful." 

"  How  do  you  know  my  name  ? "  she  asked. 

"A  little  bird  tell  me."  He  leant  forward. 
"  And  you  wear  my  roses.    That  Is  kind  of  you." 

••  You  really  did  send  that  lovely  bouquet  ? 
There  was  no  name.  Thank  you  so  much ; 
they  are  so  sweet."  And  she  touched  the 
flowers  fastened  to  the  front  of  her  dress. 

"  GlUckliche  Rosen"  murmured  Rudolf. 

She  did  not  see  the  expression  in  his  eyes, 
and  she  was  growing  so  accustomed  to  his 
pretty  turns  of  speech. 

Rudolfs  name  aga.n  passed  from  mouth  to 
mouth.     They  were  clamou  'ng  for  him. 

"What  is  it  that  they  want  you  to  do.?" 
she  asked. 
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He  raised  his  hand  to  his  shoulder  and 
imitated  playing  the  violin. 

"  I  would  like  to  hear  you  play." 

"You  wish  me  to  go  away.!*"  he  said 
reproachfully. 

She  did  not  reply,  and  he  rose.  Standing 
irresolute  he  looked  down  at  her  with  a  curious 
intentness. 

"  I  will  play— yes.  One  moment  you  will 
wish  to  dance,  and  one  moment  you  will  wish 
to  weep — so!" 

She  wondered  what  he  meant  to  do,  for 
he  was  a  person  of  surprisfis.  She  watched 
him  thread  his  way  in  and  out  between  the 
tables :  she  saw  him  mount  the  steps  of  the 
terrace  and  enter  the  Lese  Saal,  coming  out 
a  few  minutes  later  with  his  violin  case  under 
his  arm.  He  made  a  sign  to  Ilka,  who  left 
the  friends  she  was  sitting  with  and  sat  down 
to  the  piano.  He  tuned  his  violin  carefully, 
and  tucked  a  silk  handkerchief  into  the  neck 
of  his  tunic  ;  then  he  raised  his  bow  and  drew 
it  sharply  across  the  strings. 

Every  head  turned,  and  every  eye  was  con- 
centrated on  the  slight  figure  in  the  dark  blue 
unii'orm. 

Rudolfs  playing  had  an  intoxicating  effect 
upon  the  senses.    He  was  no  ordinary  amateur. 
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He  could  have  held  an  at  iience  vastly  more 
critical  than  that  assembled  under  the  pine 
trees  in  the  garden  of  Schloss  Waldl  jf.  His 
mother  had  been  a  Hungarian,  and  he  was 
playing  the  music  of  that  country.  It  was  as 
much  as  some  of  these  men  and  women  could 
do  to  listen  and  to  sit  still.  He  set  pulses 
throbbing  and  feet  tinrling. 

Myles  looked  acrot.-  to  where  Rose  was 
sitting.  How  would  the  music  affect  her,  he 
wondered  ?  She  was  leaning  forward,  and  the 
glow  from  a  crimson  lantern  fell  on  the  delicate 
outline  of  her  face.  Her  lips  were  slightly 
parted,  and  her  eyes  were  shining.  She  was 
charmed,  fascinated,  absorbed. 

Rudolfs  music  grew  wilder,  more  weird 
more  fantastic.  When  he  had  strung  th» 
feelings  of  his  audience  up  to  the  highest  pitch 
of  intensity,  he  broke  off  suddenly  and  stood 
with  his  bow  suspended  in  the  air,  and  a  smile 
hovering  on  his  lips.  Without  moving,  he 
murmured  a  few  words  to  Ilka,  and  she  nodded 
in  response.  There  was  a  barely  perceptible 
pause,  and  then  there  floated  out  on  the  still 
air  of  the  summer  night  the  first  few  bars  of 
a  low,  sweet  melody.  It  fell  with  plaintive 
sadness  on  nerves  still  throbbing  with  the 
passionate   abandonment    of   the    wild   dance 
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which  had  gone  before.  And  the  player's 
whole  expression  had  altered.  The  fire  and 
energy  and  reckless  gaiety  had  vanished.  On 
the  young  face  hovered  a  shadow.  The  blue 
eyes  gazed  straight  out  over  the  heads  of  the 
listening  crowd:  Rudolf  was  playing  for  one 
ear  alone. 

Myles  looked  again  across  to  the  table  under 
the  crimson  lantern.  How  would  she  take  this 
new  mood  ? 

The  chair  beside  the  table  was  empty.  She 
was  gone,  and  he  was  conscious  of  a  sensation 
of  blankness. 
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CHAPTER  XVII 

Stumbling  down  the  dark  path  which  led  away 
from  the  lights  and  the  gay  crowd  under  the 
pine  trees,  Rose  groped  her  way  blindly.  Any- 
where, anything  to  escape  out  of  reach  of  the 
sound  of  those  haunting  notes. 

She  had  no  settled  purpose  in  flying  from  the 
music  ;  the  primitive  instinct  of  flight  prompted 
and  guided  her.  She  ran  on  until  she  found 
herself  standing  in  front  of  the  little  white- 
washed chapel  which  stood  by  the  boundary 
wall  of  the  Schloss  garden.  A  light  from  the 
half-open  door  shone  out  across  the  stone- 
flagged  vestibule. 

The  place  was  familiar  to  her  and  she  entered. 
It  was  very  small,  and  plain  to  austerity.  Over 
the  altar  hung  a  dimly-burning  lamp  ;  its  feeble 
flame  hardly  sufficed  to  illumine  the  bare  walls 
and  the  stiff  lines  of  praying  forms  ranged  down 
either  side.  She  sank  on  her  knees  and  laid 
her  forehead  against  the  woodwork  in  front  of 
her.  It  was  shiny  and  black  from  age,  and 
cool  to  the  touch. 
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Why  had  she  run  away,  she  asked  herself 
drearily?  It  had  been  a  childish  impulse,  use- 
less and  futile.  The  last  time  that  same  haunt- 
ing music  of  Rudolfs  had  stirred  into  bitter 
pain  the  memories  of  the  past,  she  had  wept. 
Her  eyes  were  dry  now,  and  she  had  no 
inclination  to  weep.  What  was  the  use  of 
tears?  It  was  an  hysterical  delusion  to  say 
that  they  brought  relief.  They  would  scald 
her  eyelids,  and  leave  her  with  aching  head 
and  throbbing  nerves. 

All  day  long  she  had  been  fighting  down  an 
ever-growing  weight  of  depression.  The  old 
feeling  of  rebellion  struggled  with  a  new  fear  ; 
she  was  dissatisfied,  doubtful  of  herself.  The 
feeling  had  been  with  her  ever  since  Myles 
had  made  known  to  her  his  identity,  and  its 
meaning  had  grown  and  grown.  A  few  words 
and  the  barrier  which  for  the  last  three  years 
she  had  held  between  herself  and  the  world 
was  broken  down.  It  gave  her  an  odd  sense 
of  defencelessness.  The  old  ground  had  been 
cut  away  from  under  her  feet,  and  she  was  not 
sure  of  the  new.  Yesterday  the  working  out 
of  her  future  had  lain  in  her  own  hands,  now 
a  strange,  undreamt-of  possibility  had  been 
presented  to  her.  She  wanted  time  to  think, 
to  face  certain  facts  from  an  altered  standpoint. 
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For  these  past  three  years  she  had  been 
nursing  a  bitter  resentment  against  people 
whom  she  had  thought  had  insulted  her 
womanhood,  and  treated  her  as  a  social  out- 
cast. It  had  all  been  a  mistake.  Whilst  she 
had  been  smarting  under  a  sense  of  wrong  her 
very  existence  had  been  unknown.  Yesterday 
the  hand  of  kinship  had  been  held  out  to  her 
with  a  generous  admittance  of  the  injustice 
done. 

She  felt  hot  and  angry  with  herself  when  she 
remembered  how  ungracious  she  had  been  ;  how 
peremptorily  she  had  silenced  Myles  when  he 
had  told  her  that  he  wished  to  repair  the  wrong 
of  the  past.  Then  she  tried  to  excuse  herself 
She  had  been  taken  by  surprise  ;  the  revelation 
of  the  truth  had  been  so  unexpected,  and  the 
old  sting  had  still  power  to  hurt.  How  could 
she  accept  from  this  stranger,  as  a  favour,  what 
ought  to  have  been  her  boy's  by  right  ? 

Again  she  went  over  the  scene  of  the  day 
before.  Her  mind  had  been  full  at  the  time 
of  her  wrongs :  absorbed  in  her  own  feelings, 
she  had  not  given  much  thought  to  the  feelings 
of  the  man  beside  her.  It  must  have  cost  him 
some  effort  to  speak,  and  he  had  shirked 
nothing.  He  had  behaved  very  well.  Only 
now,  in  looking  back,  she  realised  how  well. 
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He  had  understood :    he  had  tacitly  acknow- 
ledged her  right  to  resent  the  past. 

She  moved  her  position,  trying  to  find  a 
cooler  spot  on  the  slippery  board  against  which 
to  lay  her  head.  It  ached  intolerably.  The 
more  she  tried  to  think,  the  less  light  seemed 
to  come  to  her.  Her  mind  worked  in  a  circle 
round  one  point.  Had  she  the  right  to  reject 
Myles's  claim  on  Benjie's  future? 

"  If  I  died  to-morrow,  he  would  step  into  my 
shoes."  That  was  what  he  had  said.  He  had 
some  right  on  his  side,  but  she  had  refused  to 
even  discuss  the  possibility  of  such  a  thing. 

Was  her  pride  an  honest  pride  or  a  false 
pride — and — if  she  had  not  come  under  the 
influence  of  this  man's  personality,  would  she 
be  feeling  differently  ?  How  did  his  personality 
affect  her  ? 

She  raised  her  head,  and  her  tired  eyes  fell 
on  the  dim  outline  of  the  Cross  hanging  over 
the  altar.  Rough-hewn  out  of  the  solid  wood, 
it  hung  poised  from  an  iron  bar,  its  outstretched 
arms  seeming  to  throw  their  protecting  shadow 
over  her  kneeling  figure.  Her  lips  shaped 
themselves  into  a  form  of  prayer,  but  the 
words  sounded  meaningless.  There  are  times 
when  the  spirit  passes  through  a  phase  of 
blankness  ;  nothing  can  touch  it.     No  familiar 
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formula  strikes  a  spark  of  vitality.    The  soul  is 
weighed  down  with  a  sense  of  spiritual  numbness. 

She  dropped  her  head  again  on  her  hands, 
and  knelt  for  some  time  without  moving,  then 
she  rose  and  left  the  chapel.  The  door  was 
still  open  and  she  made  no  noise.  The  faint 
light  from  the  lamp  shone  out  into  the  dark 
vestibule  beyond.  The  man  of  whom  her 
thoughts  had  been  full  was  standing  on  the 
stone  flags  within  a  few  feet  of  her. 

She  drew  back.  Perhaps  he  would  pass  on 
and  not  recognise  her.  The  vestibule  had  an 
opening  at  both  ends  and  was  used  as  a  public 
thoroughfare. 

But  he  did  not  move,  and  a  sudden  resolu- 
tion came  to  her.  There  was  something  that 
she  wished  to  say  to  him,  and  she  stepped  out 
from  the  shadow  of  the  doorway. 

His  start  of  surprise  showed  that  he  had 
been  unaware  of  her  presence.  He  did  not 
easily  show  change  of  colour,  but  a  dark  glow 
crept  up  under  the  brown  skin,  and  then  left  it 
again  unusually  pale. 

"  I — beg  your  pardon,"  he  stammered.  "  I 
— did  not  know  you  were  in  the  chapel." 

If  she  had  not  been  so  occupied  with  her 
own  thoughts,  she  might  have  wondered  why 
he  seemed  embarrassed. 
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It  was  a  little  difficult  to  speak.  They  had 
not  met  since  that  parting  in  the  early  morning, 
for  he  had  not  been  seen  in  the  vicinity  of 
Waldhof  all  day.  He  had  appeared  in  the 
Speise  Saal  very  late  for  supper,  and  after- 
wards, when  they  had  all  gone  out  into  the 
garden,  he  had  seated  himself  at  a  table  quite 
away  from  hers.  She  had  been  surprised,  the 
least  little  bit  disappointed.  It  would  have 
been  only  natural  for  him  to  have  come  up 
and  spoken  ;  but  she  was  not  going  to  allow 
these  things  to  influence  her. 

"I  wanted  to  see  you— to  thank  you  for 
somf  thing,"  she  began.  "  About  my  little  boy 
— last  night  when  he  was  so  frightened.  You 
never  told  me.  Why  didn't  you.?  I  never 
knew  that  it  was  from  him  that  you  found  out 
we  were  lost." 

Myles  was  dumb.  To  find  that  he  could 
not  trust  his  own  voice  was  a  novel  sensation. 
All  the  evening  Rudolf  had  followed  her  like 
a  shadow,  ana  he  had  purposely  neld  aloof 
Now,  quite  unexpectedly,  without  any  planning 
on  his  part,  his  hour  had  come.  She  was  there 
beside  him,  alone  in  the  flower-scented  dark- 
ness of  the  summer  night. 

The  unexpectedness  of  it,  the  overwhelming 
fact  that  he  loved  her,  swept  over  him  like  c^^ 
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sudden  storm  blast.  He  did  not  recognise  him- 
self. He  had  never  believed  himself  capable  of 
loving  a  woman  like  this. 

And  she  was  quite  unconscious  of  his  feelings. 
He  knew  that  by  the  way  she  looked  at  him. 
She  knew  nothing  of  the  tumult  of  passion  she 
had  brought  to  life,  and  he  dared  not  speak. 
He  was  afraid  to  risk  his  chance. 

The  light  from  the  chapel  door  fell  on  her 
and  left  him  in  shadow.  She  did  not  under- 
stand his  silence,  and  she  felt  chilled,  thrown 
back  on  herself.  He  was  disappointing. 
Yesterday  he  had  been  kind  and  sympathetic, 
and  she  had  not  appreciated  it.  To-night  she 
wanted  sympathy,  and  he  was  cold  and  in- 
different.    It  was  all  very  contradictory. 

She  moved  ever  so  slightly,  and  the  scent  of 
the  roses  she  wore  was  wafted  towards  him. 
Their  fragrance  seemed  part  of  herself.  Her 
nearness  set  his  blood  on  fire. 

"  If  I  let  myself  go  now,  I'll  frighten  her. 
She  d-^'  :^n't  understand." 

He  murmured  something  which  she  thought 
sounded  a  deprecation  of  her  thanks. 

"You  think  it  was  not  much  to  comfort  a 
little  frightened  child  ?  I  think  it  was  a  great 
deal."  Her  voice  faltered  for  a  moment.  "He 
—is  everything  to  mo." 
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He  winced  at  her  words.  He  was  jealous  ; 
he  could  not  help  it.  That  soft  look  of  mother- 
hood in  her  eyes?  He  would  never  be  first. 
Was  there  a  chance  for  him  even  to  hold  a 
second  place?  Would  he  be  satisfied  with 
that  ?  Some  women  were  as  laithful  to  a  dead 
love  as  to  a  living. 

"Good-night,"  said  Rose,  and  she  held  out 
her  hand.  His  indifference  hurt  her,  but  she 
was  determined  not  to  notice  it.  Men  hated 
a  fuss,  and  being  thanked  for  things ;  she 
ought  to  have  remembered  that.  He  took  her 
hand,  but  released  it  almost  at  once.  He 
might  just  as  well  have  been  shaking  hands 
with  a  piece  of  wood,  she  thought.  If  he  had 
responded  ever  so  little  it  would  have  made  a 
difference.  She  had  no  heart  to  return  to  the 
/S^e,  and  there  was  only  the  solitariness  of 
her  own  room  to  fall  back  on.  She  felt  the 
desolateness  of  it :  the  old  miserable  ache  of 
loneliness. 

"Good-night,"  she  said  again;  "I  am  not 
going  back  to  the  others,  I — I  can't.  Some- 
thing in  the  music  made  me  feel  so — lonely." 

Doubts,  fears,  scruples — Myles  threw  them 
to  the  winds.  For  one  brief  moment  he  had 
been  given  a  glimpse  of  her  inner  self.  Young 
and  very  human,  in  need  of  love  and  sympathy, 
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in  need  of  the  happiness  which  was  her  right. 
He  could  give  it  all  if  she  would  only  take  it. 

She  was  going.  She  hac  already  made  a 
step  away  from  him.  He  stretched  out  his 
arms  and  they  fell  back  again  to  his  side. 
Framed  in  the  gloom  of  the  archway  opposite 
he  saw  the  face  of  Vilma  Seybell.  It  was 
white  as  chalk.  It  might  have  been  the  face 
of  a  corpse,  but  for  the  scarlet  lips  and  the 
brilliant  light  which  flashed  from  ths  dark 
eyes. 

He  stared  at  the  face  incredulously.  When 
he  moved  it  vanished.  He  could  not  believe 
the  evidence  of  his  senses.  The  thing  had 
never  been  there.  Surprise  for  the  moment 
put  every  thought  out  of  his  head,  then  surprise 
changed  to  anger,  for  Rose  had  gone. 

He  went  quickly  down  the  steps  into  the 
garden  and  listened.  There  was  not  a  sound 
to  guide  him  as  to  what  direction  she  had 
taken,  and  it  was  dark.  A  labyrinth  of  paths 
led  back  in  the  direction  of  the  Schloss.  What 
was  the  use  of  following  ?  The  spell  had  been 
broken  ;  it  was  too  late. 

He  sat  down  on  the  lowest  step  and  cursed 
himself  audibly  for  a  faint-hearted  fool.  He 
had  been  given  his  chance  and  he  had  let  it 
go.     If  only  she  had  said  those  few  last  words 
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sooner,  he  could  have  spoken.  So  much  hung 
in  the  balance  and  the  stake  was  so  high.  It 
meant  everything  to  him,  and  he  had  been 
afraid.  He  dug  his  heel  into  the  ground  in 
front  of  him.  Why  had  he  let  his  chance 
go.'*  It  was  a  relief  to  hit  something,  and  he 
crunched  into  the  gravel  path  again. 

If  only  she  had  said  those  fiw  words  sooner 
he  could  have  spoken. 

.  .  .  •  • 

Standing  before  the  lighted  candles  on  the 
dressing-table  in  her  own  room,  Vilma  Seybell 
slowly  unbuttoned  the  long  black  cloak  which 
covered  her  dress  from  neck  to  foot.  It  was 
made  of  some  soft,  limp  material  and  clung  to 
her  figv.re.  She  gave  her  shoulders  an  im- 
patient shake,  and  it  slid  to  the  floor.  There 
was  a  suggestion  of  evil  about  it  as  it  lay,  a 
heap  of  dark,  sinuous  coils  on  the  white  boards. 

She  looked  down  at  it  and  kicked  it  under 
the  dressing-table.  The  action  was  character- 
istic of  her  ;  its  work  was  done.  Vilma  never 
wasted  time  over  thmgs  after  they  had  served 
her  purpose. 

She  took  a  step  nearer  the  lighted  candles 
and  stared  intently  at  her  own  reflection  in 
the  mirror  which  hung  on  the  wall  above  them. 
On  either  cheek  now  was  a  patch  of  colour  as 
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red  as  her  lips.  The  hood  of  her  cloak  had 
pressed  the  thick,  black  hair  down  on  her  fore- 
head, and  from  under  the  dark  brows  her  eyes 
shone  with  a  cruel,  angry  ''<?ht.  She  felt 
wicked,  and  she  looked  wicked. 

"I  would  like  to  kill  him,"  she  hissed  through 
her  teeth. 

It  was   against    the    man    that   she   raged 

fiercely. 

"  What  does  he  love  her  for  ?  She — a  piece 
of  ice !  To  stand  beside  him  and  not  to  know 
that  he  wai>  burning  his  heart  to  possess  her. 
And  for  a  woman  such  as  that,  a  man  will  sell 
his  soul!" 

She  tore  the  little  muslin  handkerchief  which 
she  held  in  her  twitching  fingers  deliberately 

in  two. 

"These  Englishmen  when  they  love,  it  holds 
them  like  the  Devil !  He  will  not  give  her  up. 
Because  she  is  cold,  he  will  not  fly  to  the  arms 
of  another  woman.  He  will  shut  her  up  in  his 
heart  and  worship  her  till  eternity!  He  will 
never  forget." 

She  flung  the  pieces  of  torn  handkerchief  on 
the  floor,  and  stamped  on  them. 

"  He  shall  not  have  her.  i  would  rather  kill 
him  than  let  him  have  her." 

She  began  to  walk  up  and  down  the  room, 
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treading  softly.  There  was  something  cat-like 
in  her  movements.  Every  time  she  passed  the 
mirror  on  the  wall  she  looked  at  herself,  and 
the  expression  on  her  face  hardened.  Finally, 
she  came  to  a  standstill  again  beside  the 
drcs-'.ing-tablc,  and  picked  up  an  open  letter 
which  lay  there.  Sh^  had  read  it  before,  but 
she  read  it  again. 

It  was  from  her  father.  It  was  short  and 
curt.  An  autocratic  order  to  his  mfe  and 
daughter  to  return  to  Vienna  within  three  days. 
There  was  no  explanation  as  to  why  they  were 
to  return.  Baron  Seybell  was  a  man  who 
gave  commands — not  reasons.  It  had  suited 
his  plans  to  allow  his  wife  to  go  to  Waldhof 
to  take  the  Kur ;  it  suited  him  now  to  order 
her  to  leave  it. 

Vilma  threw  the  letter  down  with  an  ex- 
clamation of  anger. 

Tc  return  to  Vienna  now  in  the  heat  of 
summer  when  every  one  else  was  leaving  it.^ 
The  idea  was  unbearable.  What  object  had 
her  father  in  making  them  do  such  a  thing? 
A  selfish  whim,  but  it  would  have  to  be 
obeyed.  He  was  the  personification  of 
selfishness. 

Vilma  cur.tinued  her  cat-like  walk  up  and 
down  the  room. 
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Three  days?  What  could  she  do  in  three 
days  ?  She  pushed  the  heavy  hair  back  from 
her  brow  ;  its  weight  oppressed  her. 

"My  head  i;,  so  stupid,"  she  muttered. 
"  It  will  not  tell  me  what  to  do." 

She  pressed  her  fingers  hard  against  her  hot 
eyeballs.  The  sense  of  physical  pain  seemed 
to  bring  with  it  inspiration.  She  dropped  her 
hands  and  smiled:  there  was  an  animal-like 
cruelty  in  the  eyes  which  flashed  back  at  her 
from  the  glass  on  the  wall. 

"  It  is  she — she  who  must  hurt  him."  She 
spoke  the  words  aloud,  triumphantly.  "  1  will 
find  a  way  to  make  him  so  detestable  in  her 
eyes  that  she  will  scorn  him  until  he  breaks  his 
heart  for  her.  It  is  only  she  who  can  make 
him  suffer.  Through  her  I  will  be  revenged. 
Gott!  But  the  Devil  himself  will  be  sorry 
for  him." 
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CHAPTER   XVIII 
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The  next  day  passed  very  uneventfully.  To 
Rose  it  seemed  long  and  monotonous.  Ilka 
Rentier  had  been  absent  on  business  of  her 
own,  and  the  soldiers  were  engaged  on  special 
duty,  which  had  taken  them  some  distance 
from  the  camp.  Not  a  single  blue  coat  had 
been  seen  in  the  Schloss  garden  from  early 
morning  until  evening.  Indirectly  Rose  had 
heard  that  Mr  Egerton  had  started  at  dawn 
on  a  mountaineering  expedition. 

"  Society  does  not  agree  with  me,"  she  said 
to  herself,  as  she  leant  back  in  the  garden 
chair  under  the  chestnut  tree,  and  watched 
the  low  sunbeams  shining  on  the  leaves  above 
her  head.  "And  in  a  little  while  all  these 
people  will  be  gone,  and  I  will  never  see  them 
again." 

An  incident  had  occurred  before  she  had 
left  her  room  that  morning  which  had  surprised 
and  touched  her.  A  note  had  been  brought 
to  her  from  Ilka  Rentier.     In  affectionate,  but 
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somewhat  incoherent  terms,  for  Ilka  had  written 
in  a  violent  hurry,  she  had  invited  Rose  to  go 
an  expedition  with  her  the  following  day  to 
Cortina. 

"It  is  quite  altogether  wicked  that  you  do 
not  know  the  country  of  the  Dolomiten.  I 
insist,  I  command,  I  take  you.  After  the 
tragedy  of  the  avalanche  it  is  necessary  for 
you  to  have  some  amusement.  For  one  night 
only  we  stay  away,  therefore  you  need  not 
fear  for  the  little  one." 

So  ran  the  invitation,  and  there  was  a 
postscript. 

"  I  will  be  absent  from  Waldhof  all  day. 
You  will  tell  me  in  the  evening  that  you  will 
come." 

It  was  very  kind  of  Ilka,  but  of  course  she 
could  not  go.  She  could  not  leave  Benjie,  in 
the  first  place,  and  an  expedition  to  stay  the 
night  anywhere  was  something  so  unusual  that 
there  seemed  every  reason  against  it.  She 
put  the  idea  away  from  her  as  impossible.  She 
had  lived  in  a  narrow  groove  for  so  long  that 
quite  simple  things  assumed  the  shape  of 
impossibilities. 

Through  a  gap  in  the  trees  she  could  see 
the  line  of  the  hills.  The  snow  still  lay  in 
clefts  on   some   of  the  higher  reaches;    two 
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white-tipped  peaks  rose  above  the  dense  black- 
ness of  the  pine  woods. 

Mountaineering  must  be  a  fascinating  amuse- 
ment. For  quite  a  long  time  she  imagined 
that  she  had  been  thinking  about  mountaineer- 
ing in  the  abstract ;  then  she  sat  up  and  turned 
over  the  pages  of  a  book  which  lay  open  on 
her  lap.  She  had  been  thinking  of  Myles 
Egeiton,  and  where  he  had  been  and  which 
of  those  rugged  peaks  he  had  climbed.  It 
was  annoying,  but  ever  so  many  times,  that 
day  she  had  found  herself  thinking  about  him. 

She  read  a  couple  of  pages  and  frowned  over 
the  sense  of  what  she  read.  It  seemed  rather 
meaningless,  and  she  laid  the  book  down  again 
with  a  little  impatient  slap. 

Moody  people  were  most  uncomfortable. 
One  day  they  were  pleasant  and  the  next 
unapproachable.  "He  showed  quite  plainly 
last  night  that  he  was  not  interested,"  she 
murmured  aloud.  "  I  suppose  it's  natural. 
He  has  d  ne  what  he  thought  he  ought  to 
do,  and  there's  an  end  of  it.  I  wish  he  would 
go  away.  My  conscience  will  keep  on  worry- 
ing until  he  does." 

Benjie's  laugh  roused  her.  He  had  been 
playing  at  a  little  distance  from  her  chair  wish 
his   butterfly  net,   and   was   flying  backwards 
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and  forwards  over  the  grass  brandishing  it 
in  the  air.  The  butterflies  had  all  gone  to 
bed,  but  that  did  not  matter.  Rose  saw  with 
inward  misgivings  that  the  lady  of  the  blue 
parasol  episode  was  sitting  near,  reading,  too 
engrossed  in  her  book  to  realise  her  danger. 
Every  time  Benjie  passed  her  chair  he  made 
a  swoop  in  the  direction  of  her  hat,  which  was 
covere  '  with  flowers  and  feathers,  and  had 
long  gauzy  streamers,  and  perhaps  reminded 
him  of  a  large  butterfly. 

She  called  to  him,  and  he  waved  his  net 
and  made  a  dash  past  the  gauzy  streamers. 
The  little  feet  tripped  in  their  hurry,  and 
there  was  a  shrill  scream  of  anger.  A  con- 
fusion of  feathers  and  flowers  and  ribbons, 
and  little  kicking  heels,  and  a  broken  butterfly 
net,  all  lay  on  the  grass  in  a  heap  together. 

"Oh!"  gasped  Rose.  She  was  prepared 
to  go  to  the  rescue,  then  hesitated  and  sank 
back  into  her  chair. 

How,  or  from  where  she  did  not  rightly 
know,  but  Mr  Egerton  had  suddenly  appeared 
on  the  scene.  He  was  standing  in  front  of 
the  enraged  lady  and  politely  taking  off  his 
hat  to  her.  The  stream  of  angry  language 
which  had  commenced  to  rain  on  the  head 
of  the  delinquent  ceased,  as  the  gauze-trimmed 
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hat  was  picked  up  and  courteously  restored, 
with  a  smile  is  ingratiating  as  any  that  Rudolf 
could  have  summoned  for  the  occasion.  A 
murmur  of  amicable  platitudes  expressed  in 
excellent  German  reached  Rose's  ears,  and  then 
she  saw  Myles  coming  towards  her  holding 
Benjie's  hand  and  looking  down  into  the  small 
face  upturned  to  his. 

"  Good  evening,  Mrs  Trevor,"  he  sa;d.  He 
stood  for  a  moment,  not  undecidedly,  but  just 
long  enough  to  show  that  the  humour  of  the 
situation  was  not  lost  upon  him.  Then  he 
sat  down  on  the  grass  in  front  of  her  chair. 
"Do  you  think  I  did  that  well.?"  he  asked. 
He  slipped  the  strap  of  his  field-glasses  from 
his  shoulder,  and  allowed  them  to  slide  to  the 
ground.  Benjie  crept  near,  and  stretching  out 
an  eager  hand  took  possession  of  them. 

Rose  had  flushed  up  at  his  approach.  The 
remembrance  of  his  last  night's  manner  rankled 
and  this  pleasant  self-possession  was  rather  dis- 
concerting. She  would  meet  him  with  equal 
self-possession,  she  determine! 

"Yes,  you  did  it  very  well,"  she  answered 
lightly.     "You  ought  to  be  a  diplomatist." 

"Thank  you.  It  flatters  me  to  think  that 
you  have  found  me  out." 

He  took  off  his  hat  a^d  did  not   put   it 
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on  again,  but  laid  it  on  the  ground  almost 
touching  her  dress.  He  passed  his  hand  over 
his  hair.  It  was  quite  neat  and  unruffled, 
although  he  had  been  on  the  tramp  since 
early  morning.  With  the  feminine  quickness 
for  observing  small  details  she  was  conscious 
of  everything  he  wore  and  how  he  wore  it. 

'•  He  would  never  look  hot  or  untidy  or 
uncomfortable,"  was  the  thought  which  passed 
through  her  mind. 

"Found  you  out.?"  she  asked.  "What 
have  I  found  out  ?  " 

"  My  trade.  I'm  in  the  Diplomatic  Service." 
He  picked  a  blade  of  grass  from  a  clump 
beside  him  and  began  to  peel  it  neatly  into 
strips.  "  It's  good  discipline.  Teaches  you 
how  to  smooth  down  irate  ladies,  and  how 
to  retrieve  —  hats,  and  —  at  times  how  to 
dissimulate." 

•'  So  I  should  imagine." 

He  glanced  up. 

"  I  deserve  that,  of  course.  You  mean  that 
first  time  when  I  was  introduced  to  you  up  on 
the  tennis  court?  I  was  full  of  guile  that 
day." 

"  I  should  think  that  guile  was  very  useful 
to  a  diplomatist." 

"  Som        ss.     But  don't  you  ihink  it  would 
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have   been    rather  awkward   if   I   had   given 
myself  away  then  ?  " 

She  was  looking  down  at  the  ground  in 
front  of  her. 

"  Was  it — was  it  really  true  that  you  came 
abroad  on  purpose  to  find  us?"  she  said. 

"Yes.  There  was  no  guile  about  that.  I 
had  some  difficulty  in  getting  leave.  I'm 
living  at  the  end  of  a  string  now,  and  may 
be  recalled  at  any  moment." 

She  still  kept  her  eyes  on  the  ground. 

"But  the  duty  which  brought  you  is  finished. 
It "     She  did  not  proceed  further. 

He  allowed  the  strips  of  grass  to  fall  through 
his  fingers  one  by  one. 

"  There  are  other  things.  I  don't  know 
what  I  shall  do  when  I  am  recalled.  I  may 
refuse  to  go  back  —  chuck  my  billet.  It 
depends." 

She  changed  the  subject  abruptly. 

"  Benjie  is  playing  with  your  glasses.  I  hope 
he  won't  spoil  them." 

Myles  drew  the  child  towards  him,  and 
placing  him  between  his  knees  on  the  grass, 
held  the  glasses  before  his  eyes  and  explained 
to  him  how  to  use  them. 

Rose  looked  on  and  watched  silently.  The 
two  heads,  the  dark  one  and  the  fair,  curly  one. 
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almost  touched  each  other.  Benjie  did  exactly 
what  he  was  told,  for  the  hidden  mystery  con- 
tained within  those  two  black  fuhnels  fascinated 
him.  Naturally,  he  could  see  nothing  at  first, 
then  he  whispered  softly,  afraid  that  speech 
might  dispel  the  vision : 

"  I  sink  I  see  somethin'.     I  sink "     He 

drew  a  long  breath.     "I  sink  its  a  cow." 

Myles  laughed. 

"I'm  afraid  it's  not.  I  think  it's  your  nurse 
coming  to  take  you  off  to  bed." 

Benjie  looked  over  the  top  of  the  glasses 
and  waved  indignantly  at  the  sturdy  figure 
which  was  seen  approaching. 

"Go  away!"  he  cried.  "I'm  not  comin'. 
I'm  not  goin'  to  bed  to-night." 

"  But  you  must  go,"  said  his  mother. 
"  Leopoldina  is  late.  She  ought  to  have 
come  for  you  some  time  ago." 

"No,  no,  I  can't  go.  I'm  so  busy,  muvver. 
I  was  just  beginnin'  to  see.     I  can't  go  to  bed." 

He  hugged  the  glasses  in  his  arms ;  the 
thought  of  relinquishing  them  was  unbearable. 

Myles  held  out  his  hand  and  said  quietly  : 

"  Give  them  to  me,  Benjie." 

The  child's  face  crimsoned,  and  for  a  moment 
he  hesitated ;  then  his  grasp  relaxed.  With  a 
lingering  regret  and  a  deep  sigh  he  obeyed. 
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The  marks  of  hot  little  fingers  were  very 
apparent  on  the  glasses,  and  Myles  took  out 
his  handkerchief  and  polished  them. 

"Now  they  go  to  bed  like  you,"  he  said 
to  a  pair  of  round  eyes  which  watched  his 
every  movement.  He  put  the  glasses  into 
their  case  and  fastened  the  strap.  Then  he 
set  Benjie  on  his  feet. 

'•  Grod  -  night,"  he  said.  "To-morrow,  if 
mother  says  you  may,  I'll  take  you  out  and 
let  you  look  through  them  again.  Perhaps 
you'll  see  real  cows  walking  about  on  the  tops 
of  the  mountains." 

Somewhat  to  his  embarrassment  Denjie  threw 
his  arms  round  his  neck. 

"Promise  same  as  you  did  before,"  he 
exclaimed. 

Myles  was  conscious  of  an  odd  sensation 
round  his  heart  as  the  child  press'^d  his  soft 
lips  against  his  cheek. 

"You've  got  a  good  memory.  There,  I 
promise,"  he  said,  and  disengaged  himself  from 
the  embrace. 

Without  further  persuasion  Benjie  allowed 
himself  to  be  carried  off.  There  was  silence 
for  a  few  moments,  broken  first  by  Myles. 

"  Rum  little  beggars  children  are,"  he  said. 

She  was  watching  the  small  figure  trotting 
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along  beside   Leopoldina's  voluminous   petti- 
coats. 

"  I  think  my  second  piece  of  diplomacy  was 
as  successful  as  my  first,"  he  added.  "  I  have 
been  hoping  that  you  would  congratulate  me." 

He  wished  she  would  turn  and  look  at  him, 
and  she  did.  A  smile  hovered  round  her  lips ; 
her  eyes  were  shining  softly. 

"It  was  bribery,  pure  and  simple,  and  you 
do  not  know  what  you  have  committed  yourself 
to.  He  is  a  most  tenacious  little  person.  He 
will  follow  you  about  to-morrow  like  a  shadow, 
and  exact  the  fulfilment  of  that  promise  time 
after  time." 

"  I  am  prepared  to  keep  it.  I  meant  what 
I  said."  He  took  his  cigarette  case  out  of 
his  pocket.  "You  don't  object?"  he  asked. 
He  lit  the  cigarette  slowly.  "  My  first  to- 
day! I  have  led  the  abstemious  life  of  a 
wandering  hermit  since  early  morning.  No 
smoking,  a  few  hard  biscuits  and  a  drink  of 
cold  water." 

"  You  look  quite  fresh." 

"  Much  fresher  than  when  I  started.  If 
you're  bothered  about  anything.  Nature  is  the 
best  tonic  you  can  go  to."  His  voice  took  a 
meditative  tone.  "  There's  something  wonder- 
fully restful  about  mountains.     I  suppose  it's 
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the  height  and  the  solitude  and  the  limitless 
space.  Things  get  levelled  down  to  their 
proper  sense  of  proportion." 

He  smoked  for  a  few  minutes  in  silence 
and  then  began  to  talk  in  quite  a  different 
vein  :  talked  of  the  topics  of  thj  day  :  of  things 
social  and  political,  of  things  that  were  going 
on  at  home — in  England.  He  knew  his  world, 
and  he  had  lived  in  the  throb  and  stir  of  life. 
His  profession  had  trained  him  to  look  below 
the  surface.  He  could  talk  very  well  when 
he  liked,  and  he  had  an  object  in  talking. 
He  wished  not  merely  to  interest ;  he  wished 
to  stir  the  heart  of  his  listener.  She  was  to  be 
made  to  want  to  come  back  to  the  world  she 
had  renounced.  It  was  all  part  of  a  plan  which 
he  had  worked  out  during  his  solitary  day 
amongst  the  mountains. 

As  Rose  listened  to  him  it  was  borne  in 
upon  her  how  complete  had  been  her  isolation 
of  the  last  three  years,  how  entirely  she  had 
cut  herself  off  from  her  own  people.  At  the 
casual  mention  of  a  name,  or  allusion  to  some 
well  -  known  subject  of  the  day,  a  wave  of 
home-sickness  swept  over  her. 

During  a  pause  he  thought  he  heard  her  sigh. 

"  Am  I  boring  you  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  No.     But  you  make  me  feel  as  though  I 
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had  been  living  on  a  desert  island.  My  life 
has  been  very  narrow  lately.  I  suppose  one 
is  bound  to  get  into  a  groove  when  everything 
centres  round  one's  own  individual  interests." 

Myles  felt  that  his  tactics  were  prospering. 

"  I  think  most  of  us  cling  to  our  grooves 
more  or  less.  It  is  an  insinuating  form  of 
self-indulgence  which  I  combat  unsuccessfully. 
At  heart  I'm  incurably  lazy  —  I  mean  about 
so-called  pleasures.  Invitations,  for  instance. 
A  churlish  indolence  tempts  me  to  refuse  them, 
then  my  unsociability  reacts  on  my  own  head, 
and  I  repent." 

She  was  reminded  of  the  invitation  she  had 
received  that  morning  from  Ilka.  To  her 
surprise  she  found  herself  telling  him  about  it. 
When  she  came  to  enumerate  the  difficulties 
in  the  way  of  accepting  it,  they  sounded  rather 
feeble. 

Myles  smoked  and  listened.  In  this  new 
development  he  saw  a  helping  hand.  She 
wanted  a  woman  friend ;  some  one  with  a 
wholesome  appreciation  of  the  happy  side  of 
life. 

He  knocked  the  ash  off  his  cigarette  and 
remarked  quietly : 

*'  Can't  you  manage  it  somehow  ?  Cortina's 
a  place  you  ought  to  see." 
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*'  Yes  ;  I  suppose  it  is." 

*•  And  the  GrUfin  would  be  a  charming  com- 
panion. She  knows  that  part  of  the  world,  I 
believe.  It  makes  all  the  difference  going  a 
trip  with  some  one  who's  up  to  the  ways  of  the 
country."  He  felt  in  his  pocket  and  brought 
out  a  local  time-table.  "It's  an  easy  journey, 
too,  from  here.  You  would  have  to  start  early 
and  pick  up  the  train  for  Toblach  at  one  of  the 
stations  on  the  Pusterthal."  He  turned  over 
the  leaves  of  the  time-table.  "  I  wonder  which 
is  the  nearest  ?  But  a  drive  in  the  early  morning 
just  now  is  delightful.  It's  all  plain  sailing  after 
you  get  to  Toblach.  That's  the  beginning  of 
the  Dolomite  country  on  this  side,  and  you  drive 
all  the  way  to  Cortina.     Splendid  scenery." 

"It  sounds  charming."  She  was  t  little 
piqued  at  the  interest  he  was  taking  in  planning 
out  an  expedition  in  which  he  was  going  to 
take  no  part  himself. 

"As  to  the  boy,"  he  continued,  "  I  should 
think  you  could  safely  leave  him  with  his  nurse 
for  one  night.  Would  it  be  any  use  if  I 
promised  to  keep  an  eye  on  him?  I  really 
mean  it,"  seeing  she  was  about  to  protest, 
"  You  saw  just  now  what  a  tranquillising  effect 
I  had  on  him." 

"It  is  very  good  of  you  to  suggest  such  a 


f^M 


I 


WITH  THE  MERRY  AUSTRIANS  ai5 

thing,  but  I  am  afraid  it's  impossible.     I  don't 
sec  how  I  could  manage  to  get  away." 

She  meant  to  give  him  the  impression  that 
her  decision  was  final,  and  she  glanced  at  the 
little  watch  bangle  on  her  wrist. 

•'  Do  you  know  it  is  long  past  the  supper 
hour  ? "  she  said,  and  rose  as  she  spoke. 

He  walked   with  her  to  the   door  of  the 
Schloss.      She   thought  he  would   leave  her 
there,  but  he  followed  her  into  the  dimly-lit 
hall  which  was  quiet  and  deserted,  for  at  that 
hour  every  one  was  in  the  restaurant.      She 
paused  by  the  iron-barred  window  at  the  foot 
of  the  stairs,  on  the  same  spot  where  they  had 
parted  the   morning  before.      The   light   fell 
on   his   face,   and    she    noticed   that   he   was 
standing  in  the  same  attitude,  one  foot  rest- 
ing  on   the   step,  and   his   hand   on   the   rail 
of  the  stairway. 

"On  second  thoughts,"  she  said,  "I  dont 
think    I    will    go    over    to    the    restaurant. 
Leopoldina  can  bring  me  something  here." 
A  look  of  alarm  crossed  his  face. 
"  Do  you  mean  you  won't  come  down  agam 

to-night  ? " 

"  No  ;  I  think  not." 

He  was  looking  at  her  very  intently. 

"  There — was  something  more  about  Cortina 


It 


•:  • 


2i6  WITH  THE   MERRY  AUSTRIANS 

that    I    wanted   to   speak   to   you   about,"  he 
said. 

"But  I  am  not  going  to  Cortina;  I  explained 
why,     I  thought  you  understood." 

She  wished  he  would  not  look  at  her  so 
intently. 

He  altered  his  position  and  slid  his  hand  a 
little  higher  up  the  rail.  A  faint  warning- 
something  undefined,  startled  her.  She  took 
a  step  upwards. 

"  Good-night,"  she  said  hurriedly. 
"  Not  yet,"  and  he  moved  a  step  higher  also. 
She  could  not  stand  that  look  any  longer, 
and  her  eyes  fell. 

His  voice  sounded  rather  strained— not  as 
even  as  usual. 

"  I  want  you   to  go  to  Cortina.     I  have  a 
reason  for  wanting  you  to  go." 
"  A  reason  ?  "  she  faltered. 
"  Do  you  think  if  I  had  not  had  a  reason 
I  would  have  talked  like  that  in  the  garden 
just  now  ? — planned  out  two  whole  days  when 
I  would  not  see  you.-*" 

"  I  don't  understand,"  she  murmured. 

"No— because  you— you   don't   unders  and 

how  it  is  with  me.     Last  night  I  tried  to  speak 

—to  make  you  understand;  but  I  was  afraid. 

Did  you  notice  anything.'     Perhaps ;  but  you 
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did  not  guess  the  truth.  All  day  I  have  been 
ficrhting  it  out  with  myself  how  I  was  to  make 
you  understand." 

A  few  seconds  '-iLnce  She  could  have 
counted  them  by  heart-beat. s  for  her  heart 
beat  to  suffocatici.  Then  his  voice  went 
on,  steadily  this  time.  There  was  no  tremor 
in  its  deep  tone. 

"  I  want  you  to  go  to  Cortina — to  go  away 
from  all  influences  which  might  sway  you  one 
way  or  another,  and  tell  me  when  you  come 
back  if — if  you  will  marry  me  ?  Don't  try  to 
answer  me  now.  I  won't  take  your  answer 
now.  It's  enough  to  know  that  you  know. 
I  had  to  tell  you  ;  I  could  not  keep  it  to  myself 
any  longer,  but  I  want  you  to  have  time  to 
think — away  from  everything,  from — the  boy. 
Won't  you  trust  him  with  me?" 

She  raised  her  head  quickly. 

He  understood. 

"  I  am  not  trying  to  repair  the  wrong  of  the 

past.     It's  you It's — that  I  care  for  you 

alone." 

She  saw  the  muscles  about  his  mouth  quiver. 
He  put  out  his  hand  and  then  drew  it  back  again. 

"  Good  -  night,"  he  said  abruptly,  and  he 
was  gone. 

She  walked  upstairs  feeling  as  if  she 


in  a  dream.     She  went  out  on  to  the 
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and  sank  down  on  a  chair.  The  distant  hills, 
the  pine  woods  bathed  in  the  evening  light, 
familiar  objects  in  the  quiet  garden  below — 
they  all  seemed  dreamlike,  shadowed  by  a 
new  significance. 

"Ought  I  to  have  known."*"  she  said  to  herself 
again  and  again.  "  Have  I  been  utterly  blind 
and  stupid?  Last  night,  when  I  thought  he 
was  indifferent  and  did  not  want  my  thanks — it 
was  that." 

Could  it  be  true? 

She  shut  her  eyes  and  tried  to  recall  his  face, 
his  expression,  his  voice  —  everything  about 
him  as  he  had  stood  beside  her  on  the  stair. 
Then  she  thought  of  him  sitting  at  her  feet 
in  the  garden.  The  smallest  details  came  back 
to  her.  She  could  see  his  fingers  turning 
over  the  leaves  of  the  time-table. 

"And  he  was  thinking  that  all  the  time? 
Thinking  of  me?  How  to  make  me  under- 
stand ?  I'm  not  really  strong  and  independent, 
and  I've  lived  such  a  cramped  life  for  so  long. 
Things  have  all  been  too  near.  I  couldn't  see 
properly.  I  couldn't  see  the  big  things  because 
the  little  things  seemed  so  much  bigger." 

The  dusk  had  begun  to  fall ;  but  she  sat 
on  motionless,  thinking,  doubting.  Would  she 
go  to  Cortina  or  not  ? 
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The  dark  less  closed  in,  and  Leopoldina 
came  out  on  to  the  balcony  and  discovered  that 
her  mistress  had  not  had  any  supper.  Such 
a  thing  was  not  to  be  permitted.  She  begged 
to  be  allowed  to  go  over  to  the  restaurant 
and  procure  the  best  she  could  get.  All  the 
hot  dishes  would  be  cleared  away,  but  coffee 
and  rolls  —  and  cold  sausage  ?  Such  things 
were  procurable  at  any  hour. 

Cold  sausage  !  To  be  confronted  with  cold 
sausage  when  all  one's  future  hung  in  the 
balance !  And  Leopoldina  was  so  suggestive 
of  the  merits  of  it  and  other  material  things. 
Rose  looked  at  her  abstractedly  for  a  moment, 
and  then  smiled.  She  could  almost  have 
laughed.     It  was  so  prosaic. 

"You  may  ^  "'g  me  some  coffee.  I  think 
that  will  be  c  1,"  she  said. 

As  Leopold-xid  was  going  she  called  her 
back  and  told  her  to  wait.  She  went  into 
the  room,  and  lighting  a  candle  opened  her 
writing-case  and  wrote  a  short  note  to  Ilka 
Rentier.  She  folded  and  sealed  it  up  quickly, 
and  gave  it  to  Leopoldina,  who  hurried  away. 
The  note  contained  only  a  few  lines. 

"It  is  very  good  of  you  to  ask  me  to  go 
with  you  to  Cortina  to-morrow.  I  accept  with 
pleasure.     What  time  do  we  start  ?      Rose." 
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"  I  wonder  if  I  have  done  right  ? "  she  said 
to  herself  as  she  stood  \c  >king  down  at  the 
sheet  of  blotting-paper,  wnere  the  impression 
of  the  writing  showed  dark  and  clear. 

She  closed  the  case,  and  went  softly  across 
the  room  into  the  nursery  beyond. 

Benjie  was   asleep.     Curly    Kate's   halo   of 
dusky   locks   made   a  dark  blot  on  the  white 
pillow.      She    stooped    and   kissed   the   curls 
above   his   forehead.     He   was   very  hot  and 
had  thrown  off  the  bedclothes,  and  the  tapes 
of    the    pink    pyjamas    had   loosened    in    all 
directions.     The   little   brown   hands,    thrown 
out  on  either  side,  were  tightly  clenched,  as 
though  he  held  on  to  something  in  his  dreams. 
He  babbled  unintelligibly  as  the  kiss  fell  on  his 
hair  and  opened  his  eyes  wide  for  a  moment. 
Then  he  turned  over  on  his  side,  still  babbling, 
his  busy  brain  carrying  with  it  into  dreamland 
the  vitality  of  its  waking  hours. 

"To  go  away  from  you.^*  The  hardest 
thing  he  could  have  asked  of  me,"  she  mur- 
inured  as  she  drew  the  sheet  up  over  the 
li.tle  sleeping  form. 
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CHAPTER  XIX 

The  hands  of  the  station  clock  were  pointing 
to  half-past  ten  when  Rose  and  Ilka  Rentier 
stepped  from  the  train  on  to  the  platform  at 
Toblach  the  following  morning.  They  were 
unencumbered  with  luggage,  save  for  two 
small  handbags  which  they  carried  themselves  : 
the  expedition  was  to  be  conducted  on  lines 
of  Bohemian  simplicity. 

Ilka  was  exactly  the  right  kind  of  companion 
for  Rose  in  her  present  frame  of  mind.  She 
had  given  her  no  time  to  think  of  what  she 
was  leaving  behind,  or  what  would  await  her 
on  her  return.  She  was  enjoying  the  present 
moment  herself  with  the  zest  of  a  happy  child, 
and  she  intended  Rose  to  enjoy  it  also.  She 
knew  every  bit  of  the  country  through  which 
they  had  travelled.  From  the  moment  that  the 
train  crawled  out  from  under  the  frowning 
battlements  of  the  great  fort  at  Fraruensfeste, 
which  guards  the  gloomy  portals  of  the 
Brenner   Pass,    until    they    reached   Toblach, 
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there  was  not  a  Schloss  or  mountain  peak  in 
the  beautiful  valley  of  the  Pusterthal  of  which 
she  did  not  possess  some  quaint  little  piece 
of  knowledge. 

She  nodded  approval  at  the  station  clock 
as  they  passed  under  it. 

"  The  fatiguing  part  of  our  journey  is  already 
over  before  it  becomes  too  hot,"  she  said, 
and  led  the  way  out  through  the  station  to 
the  square  at  the  back,  where  were  drawn  up 
against  the  curb  of  the  pavement  a  line  of 
vehicles  of  various  descriptions,  their  drivers 
vociferously  proclaiming  that  his  particular 
one  was  the  best  and  his  fare  the  most 
moderate. 

"  Now  you  will  perceive  that  I  am  a  person 
of  very  good  business.  Naturlich  one  does 
not  give  them  what  they  ask.  I  make  a 
bargain." 

Ilka  understood  the  business  of  making  a 
bargain  very  well.  She  passed  down  the  line 
with  a  fixed  expression  on  her  face,  which 
no  wiles  or  protestations  from  the  clamouring 
drivers  could  melt.  She  had  almost  reached 
the  end  of  the  line,  when  an  exclamation  of 
pleasure  broke  from  her  lips. 

''Ach.f  I  find  some  friends  —  Josef  and 
Lisa." 
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A  little  hooded  Einspanner,  to  which  was 
yoked  a  large,  sleek,  black  mare,  was  drawn 
up  a  few  paces  apart  from  the  other  carriages. 
The  bronzed  face  of  the  Tyrolean  in  charge 
of  it  beamed  broadly  in  response  to  her 
recognition. 

Ilka  patted  the  black  mare's  fat  sides. 

"Ah,  Lisa!  How  well  you  look!  Of  more 
corpulence  than  ever ;   Josef  is  kind  to  you." 

Lisa  arched  her  neck  and  tossed  the  scarlet 
plumes  which  swept  her  forelock  and  dangled 
from  under  her  chin-band. 

"You  must  know,"  said  Ilka,  "that  Josef 
and  Lisa  have  driven  me  many  times.  They 
are  to  be  trusted,  and  will  suit  us  excellently." 

She  gave  the  bags  to  Josef,  who  stowed 
them  away  under  the  seat,  and  jumping  into  the 
Einspanner  she  held  out  both  hcnds  to  Rose. 
There  was  only  room  for  two  people  to  sit 
inside.  Josef  mounted  his  driving -box,  and 
cracking  his  whip,  Lisa  started  off  at  a  slow 
trot. 

Ilka  pushed  down  the  hood  which  Josef  had 
kept  up  to  preserve  his  red  velvet  cushions 
from  the  sun. 

"Are  we  not  an  amusing  speculation?  The 
Einspanner  is  so  small  and  Lisa  is  so  large. 
Like  an  elephant  running  away   with  a  per- 
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ambulator ;  but  she  will  take  us  to  Schluder- 
bach  most  easily.  That  is  half-way,  where  we 
will  lunch  and  rest.  From  there  we  procure 
a  more  extravagant  carriage  with  two  horses, 
for  when  we  travel  further  into  the  Dolomiten 
there  is  more  steepness  of  the  road." 

The  recollection  of  that  drive  never  faded 
from  Rose's  memory.  Not  all  at  once  does 
the  wild  grandeur  of  the  Dolomites  break  on 
the  traveller's  eye.  At  first  the  broad,  yellow 
road  threads  its  way  like  a  golden  ribbon 
through  pine -clad  banks,  here  opening  up 
vistas  of  grassy  glades,  there  glimpses  of 
flowery  meadow,  and  the  tinkle  of  the  cow- 
bells tell  of  where  the  peasants  herd  their 
droves.  Then  past  the  Toblacher  See,  that 
dark,  secretive,  little  lake  over  whose  shadowy 
surface  a  bygone  mystery  seems  ever  to  brood. 
On,  on  it  winds  its  golden  way,  and  towering 
to  the  skyline,  growing  ever  grander,  wilder, 
darker,  that  endless  range  of  mountain  wall 
cut  clear  against  the  heavenly  blue  of  the 
Tyrolean  sky.  Broken,  scarred,  serrated,  thai 
mountain  wall  seems  to  glide  like  a  great  mov- 
ing picture  on  its  majestic  way.  Strange  and 
fantastic  are  the  forms  which  march  in  the 
mighty  procession.  Tumbled  masses  of  rock, 
perched  at  dizzy  heights  on  slender  pinnacles, 
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hover  like  monster  birds  of  prey  over  cleft 
and  chasm.  Every  bend  of  the  road  brings 
into  view  some  strange,  wild  shape,  some 
mammoth  freak  of  architectural  grandeur,  as 
though  a  giant  age  of  centuries  past  had  been 
uprooted,  and  flu  ig  itb  ruins  broadcast  to  earth 
and  sky. 

Sometimes  Ilka  talked,  sometimes  ^or  long 
intervals  she  was  silent,  her  love  of  beauty 
responding  to  Nature's  mood. 

"The  Monte  Cristallo,"  she  said,  laying  her 
hand  on  Rose's  arm,  and  pointing  to  a  range 
of  bristling  crags  throwing  their  snow-capped 
reflections  across  the  vivid  green  waters  of 
the  Durrensee. 

Rose  remembered.  It  was  the  Monte 
Cristallo  which  Myles  had  shown  her  that 
evening  in  his  sketch-book.  She  was  going 
over  the  same  grr  md  as  he  had  gone  over. 

She  fell  into  a  little  day-dream.  To-morrow 
she  would  be  back  at  Waldhof.  The  hours 
were  flying  very  fast,  and  absence  and  new 
scenes  and  new  influences  were  making  other 
things  fly  very  fast  too. 

It  was  close  upon  the  hour  for  the  mid-day 
meal  when  Josef  drew  Lisa  up  before  the 
door  of  the  hotel  at  Schluderbach.  Smiles 
and  bows  and  kissings   of  the  hand  greeted 
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Ilka  as  she    made  her   way  into  the  Speise 

Saal. 

"They  all  seem  to  know  you,"  said  Rose. 
"You  are  meeting  old  friends  everywhere." 

Ilka  laughed. 

<•  But  yes.  To-day  they  are  scattered  like 
crumbs."  She  explained  something  to  the 
head  waitress,  and  then  passed  on  through 
the  Speise  Saal  out  on  to  the  verandah,  where 
they  chose  a  table,  and  presently  their  lunch 
was  served  to  them. 

••  I'm  so  glad  we  came  out  here,"  said  Rose. 
"How  '^■in  people  sit  in  a  stuffy  room  with 
all  tliic   loveliness  so  near?" 

Beyond  the  strip  of  garden  stretched  the 
meadow  flats,  their  brilliant  green  broken  by 
clumps  of  scrubby  yew,  the  velvety  background 
of  the  pines  encircling  them  to  where  the 
mountains  rose  on  every  side.  To  the  right 
the  sun -kissed  slopes  of  the  Croda  Rossa 
glowed  with  the  soft  pink  blush  which  is  the 
wonr'er  of  that  marvellous  land  of  light  and 
colour. 

"I  love  the  Dolomiten,"  said  Ilka.  "I 
never  forget  the  happy  days  I  spent  amongsi 
its  mountains  with  my  parents  when  I  was  a 
child.  Here  at  Schluderbach  it  is  already  toe 
civilised.     But   ah!    I    could  show  you  sucl: 
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glories  of  the  Misurina  and  the  Platz  Wiese 
when  it  is  one  pink  carpet  of  Alpen  Rosen. 
My  father  was  a  great  explorer,  and  with  him 
I  would  wander  for  long  days  of  delight,  and 
return  home  always  with  a  new  and  delicious 
discovery  and  a  happy  heart.  I  loved  the 
Dolomiten  then  with  a  child's  awakening  love 
for  beautiful  Nature,  and  I  love  it  now  with 
that  sense  fully  awakened  —  I  mean  as  fully 
awakened  as  it  can  be  in  one  as  imperfect 
as  I  am." 

"  You  are  not  imperfect,"  said  Rose  :  "  And 
I  think  you  are  one  of  the  most  to  be  envied 
people  I  have  ever  met.  You  know  how  to 
be  happy." 

"But  why  not."*  I  find  the  world  very 
agreeable." 

"  You  make  it  so." 

'•Is  it  not  better  to  see  the  flowers  than 
the  dust  heaps  .5* "  answered  Ilka,  smiling. 

"Every  one  cannot  do  that,"  said  Rose. 
"  Do  you  know  that  you  make  me  want  to 
be  happy  too?  Do  you  remember  that  first 
time  you  came  up  and  spoke  to  me  in  the 
garden .?  I  was  feeling  so  friendless.  Things 
seem  to  have  been  quite  different  since  then. 
Does  it  make  you  any  happier  to  know  that 
you  have  brought  sunshine  into  my  life.?" 
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Ilka's  blue  eyes,  which  were  so  like  Rudolfs 
were  gazing  up  at  the  glowing  slopes  of  tht 
Croda  Rossa. 

"  It  may  be  that  the  sunshine  was  but  waiting 
to  step  in,"  she  said. 

Rose  did  not  know  what  impelled  her  tc 
answer  as  she  did.     1 1  sounded  rather  irrelevant 

"  Is  there  anything  in  the  world  so  difficul 
as  to  be  quite  honest  to  oneself.  To  be  abh 
to  show  outside  what  one  really  is?" 

Ilka  raised  her  eyebrows. 

"To  whom  do  you  wish  to  appear  in  sucl 

difsAadt/U?" 

Rose  rested  her  clasped  hands  on  the  table 
cloth.     Her  voice  trembled  a  little. 

"  There  was  one  year  of  my  life — I  was  no 
true  to  myself — I  know  now  that  I  was  not 
I  tried  to  deceive  myself.  That  kept  me  up 
I  suppose.  Living  in  the  shadow  of  what  ] 
thought  I  ought  to  be."  She  flushed  painfully 
"My  girlhood  was  too  happy.  It  preparec 
me  for  nothing.  I  look  back  upon  it  with  i 
kind  of  passion  of  regret.  The  one  being  whc 
loved  me  more  than  all  the  world  made  it  so 
and  when  she  left  me  I  did  not  know  how  tc 
stand  alone,  and- " 

A  wistfulness  crept  into  her  eyes.  She  die 
not  try  to  finish  her  sentence. 
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Ilka  took  a  spray  of  blue  bells  from  the 
flower  glass  on  the  table  and  laid  it  lightly  for 
a  moment  across  the  clasped  hands  on  the 
white  cloth. 

" Lied/tng,"  she  said,  with  unusual  gravity. 
"  You  think  too  deeply.  It  is  not  wise.  There 
comes  a  time  when  it  is  well  to  shut  the  door 
and  to  open  the  window." 

"  But — if  there  were  something — some  one 
to  whom  it  mattered  very  much.  Would  not 
it  be  better  if  the  door  were  not  shut  .'*  If  they 
could  see — I  mean  know  that " 

Ilka  shook  the  little  bells  one  against  the 
other. 

"  For  myself,"  she  said,  '*  I  find  that  it  is 
not  agreeable  altogether  to  disillusionner  the 
world  about  oneself  Do  you  understand  ? 
Have  we  not  all  our  shut  d6ors  ?  Oh,  but  yes, 
of  course," 

A  heavy  footstep  was  heard  crossing  the 
verandah.  Some  one  stopped  just  at  the  back 
of  Ilka's  chair. 

''  Ach,  Josef!"  she  exclaimed,  turning  quickly. 

Josef  held  his  little  green  Tyrolean  hat  in 
his  hand  and  twirled  it  round  and  round 
diffidently.  He  had  come  to  enquire  if  the 
hochvjQhlgeborene  Griifin  would  permit  him  to 
drive  her  the  remainder  of  the  way  to  Cortina  ? 
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He  could  procure  a  most  comfortable  carriage 
and  a  pair  of  fresh  horses,  and  he  would  charge 
much  less  than  would  a  new  driver. 

Ilka  listened  to  his  explanations.  The  sug- 
gestion pleased  her,  but  she  took  care  to  make 
a  bargain  with  him  all  the  same. 

"  Such  a  thing  is  always  necessary,"  she  said 
after  she  had  dismissed  him. 

The  interruption  had  caused  a  break,  and 
Ilka  did  not  try  to  bring  the  conversation  back 
to  its  former  vein.  She  did  net  wish  to  do 
so  ;  she  flashed  off  to  something  quite  different. 
She  pointed  with  her  coffee  cup  towards  the 
jagged  peaks  of  the  Monte  Cristallo. 

"  I  wish  that  we  had  but  time  to  climb  a 
mountain.     Do  you  not  also?"  she  exclaimed. 
"I    don't    know    that    I    do,"    said    Rose 
doubtfully. 

"Oh,  but  it  is  glorious.  Last  summer  I 
again  make  a  visit  to  Cortina,  and  I  conspire 
with  a  friend  to  climb  a  mountain.  It  was  a 
great  secret,  because  our  husbands  say  'no,' 
it  was  dangerous.  Pouf!  Dangerous?  Not  at 
all.  We  start  very  early  in  the  morning,  and 
leave  them  sleeping  most  peacefully  in  theii 
beds.  It  was  necessary  to  drive  a  long  way, 
and  after  that  a  most  steep  climb  to  get  to 
the  rocks,  and  then  the  fun  began.     We  took 
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off  our  skirts.     Ought  I  to  jump  this  bit  ?     But 
never  mind,  for  it  was  not  improper,  because 
we  already  wore  kinkers.     Knickers— what  do 
you  call  them  ?    Then  the  rope  was  fastened 
round  our  waists  and  we  began.     It  was  grand  ; 
for  o'-ir  guide  said  we  would  not  get  up,  and 
we  did,  but  in  such  a  stats !     My  friend  had 
got  a  big  tear  in  her  kinkers,  and   I  had  an 
enormous  hole    in    all    my    stockings.     And 
when  we  had  to  do  the  most  difficult  bit  we 
saw  a  photographer  with  his  Apparat  sitting 
at  the  bottom  to  watch  us  with  the  greatest 
interest.     I   could  have  kicked  stones  on  to 
him.     I  had  one  foot  on  one  rock,  and  the 
other  on  another,  and  no  skirt!     Imagine  to 
be   photographed    by   a   professional   in    that 
position.      We   howled   with   despair,   bu^   he 
only   shouted   'Bravo!'   and   ran   away;    and 
then  — he  put  the   photographs  in  his  shop 
window,   and   when   our   husbands    see   them 
there  was  a  great  tragedy.     But  we  had  a 
grand  time,  and  twenty-five  blue  spots  on  my 
legs,   and   all   our  arms  were  stiff   the  next 

day." 

Rose  leant  back  in  her  chair  and  laughed 

until  she  almosl  cried. 

Ilka  took  out  her  cigarette  case  and  lit  a 
cigarette. 
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"  When  you  have  finished  your  coffee,"  she 
said,  "  we  will  go  for  a  little  walk,  and  then 
Josef  will  be  ready  and  we  start  once  more 
for  Cortina."  She  looked  up  at  the  cloudless 
sky.  "Are  we  not  fortunate.?  The  sun  is 
going  to  shine  upon  us  all  day." 

But  her  prophecy  was  not  fulfilled.     They 
had   only   proceeded   a   very  short  way  from 
Schluderbach    when    rolling    banks   of  cloud 
appeared  out   of   the  blue,   and  before   long 
mountain   and    valley   were    veiled    in    thick 
wreaths  of  floating  vapour.     The  mist  had  a 
weird  fascination  of  its  own.     Through  rents 
in  the  clouds  huge  forms  would  steal  out  and 
then  disappear  again  with  the  suddenness  of 
some  ghostly  apparition :  or  a  stray  sunbeam 
piercing    the    white    shroud    would    strike    a 
brilliant    shaft    of   rainbow    light    down    the 
mountain   side,  scattering  for  an  instant  the 
mystery  of  the  unseen,  and  illuminating  with 
wild,  unearthly  beauty  some  deep,  dark  gorge 
or  lofty,  snow-capped  peak. 

As  the  broad  yellow  road  penetrated  deeper 
into  the  heart  of  the  country  its  windings 
grew  steeper,  its  curves  sharper;  in  places 
cutting  into  the  solid  face  of  the  rock  and 
hanging  almost  in  mid-air  over  some  yawn- 
ing chasm.     At  one   point  in  the  road  Josef 
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made  his  passengers  alight  and  look  over 
the  side  of  a  bridge  to  see  the  famous 
Schlucht. 

Ilka  had  seen  the  Schlucht  many  times 
before,  but  she  sat  on  the  parapet  and  threw 
stones  down  into  it  and  greeted  it  joyfully 
as  another  old  friend. 

As  the  carriage  rolled  out  into  the  valley 
and  along  the  straight  stretch  of  road  which 
runs  at  the  base  of  the  great  Pomagagon 
Range,  the  mist  swept  back  and  the  sun 
blazed  out.  Ilka  stood  up  and  pointed  e^igerly 
to  the  first  glimpse  of  Cortina,  lying  like  a 
handful  of  scattered  rose  leaves  in  the  cup- 
like basin  of  the  Ampezzothal.  Presently  they 
were  driving  through  the  main  street  of  the 
little  town,  and  her  head  was  perpetually  turn- 
ing from  side  to  side,  her  expressive  gestures 
marking  approval  or  disapproval  of  whatever 
changes  met  her  eye. 

"Another  new  hotel  —  which  will  be  a 
monster  of  hideousness ! "  she  exclaimed, 
making  a  grimace  at  a  building  round  which 
the  scaffoldings  were  still  standing.  "  But 
Cortina  will  soon  become  too  modern  alto- 
gether. We  do  not  go  to  an  hotel — not  even 
to  that  one,"  and  she  indicated  with  her  parasol 
the    quaint    old   facade    of   the    Stella   d'Or, 
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standing  back  from  the  thoroughfare  behind 
its  sheltering  hedg  \  of  clipped  trees. 

She  tapped  Josef  on  the  back. 

"To  the  Villa  Apollonia,"  she  said,  and, 
turning-  to  Rose,  explained :  "  It  is  not  an 
hotel.  Oh  no!  It  is  a  Patisserie,  kept  by  a 
charming  family  of  Italians,  where  I  have 
lodged  many  times.  There  we  sleep,  for  the 
beds  are  most  comfortable.  We  go  out  to 
eat  at  whatever  restaurant  we  find  most 
amusing.  On  an  expedition  such  as  this  I 
pick  here  and  I  pick  there." 

The  Villa  Apollonia  received  its  visitors  with 
open  arms.  The  pretty  girls  in  their  pictjir- 
esque  costumes  who  were  serving  in  the  ca/^ 
ran  out  to  the  door,  laughing  and  chattering 
as  only  Italians  can.  Ilka  had  a  greeting  for 
every  one.  The  fat  little  mother  she  dis- 
covered in  the  kitchen  in  the  act  of  turning 
out  a  huge  dish  of  Polenta  for  her  family. 
Ilka  helped  to  cut  up  the  Polenta,  Italian 
fashion,  with  a  piece  of  string,  and  the  fat 
little  mother  held  her  sides  and  laughed 
delightedly. 

Was  the  gracious  Contessa  to  make  a  long 
stay  in  Cortina  ?  The  best  rooms  in  the  Villa 
Apollonia  would  be  at  her  disposal,  and  that 
of  the  Signorina  her  friend. 
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"  Signora,"  corrected  Ilka ;  "  and  we  stay  but 
one  night.  Therefore  we  are  very  busy  to 
make  the  time  long,  and  we  wish  to  have 
our  chocolate  now,  at  once,  and  then  we  amuse 
ourselves. 

"  But  not  in  running  about  with  a  guide- 
book and  staring  until  our  eyes  wish  to  jump 
out  of  our  heads,"  she  remarked,  as  a  few 
minutes  later  they  sat  sipping  their  chocolate 
under  the  striped  awnings.  "It  is  the  mise 
en  sdne ;  the  colour  and  the  life  and  the 
beauty  of  the  roundabouts  of  such  a  place 
which  I  find  agreeable." 

Therefore  they  did  nothing  which  a  con- 
scientious tourist  ought  to  do.  They  did  not 
climb  to  the  top  of  the  Campanile,  nor  did 
they  drive  out  to  the  Belvidere,  and  yet  the 
next  two  hours  passed  very  quickly,  for  Ilka's 
knowledge  of  what  she  called  the  roundabouts 
of  Cortina  was  more  interesting  than  a  dozen 
guide-books. 

"And  the  end  of  the  day  brings  the  most 
beautiful  thing  of  all,"  she  said,  "when  we 
watch  the  Alpen  Glow  descend  upon  the 
mountains." 

At  the  Croce  Bianca  they  had  supper :  a 
small  restaurant  whose  modest  row  of  white- 
clothed  tables  were  set  out  on  the  pavement 
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flanking  the  main  street.  Ilka  chose  it  because 
of  its  simplicity,  and  because  they  could  sit 
and  watch  the  bright  little  world  of  Cortina 
moving  before  them.  It  was  the  hour  when 
every  one  seemed  to  be  abroad  in  the  streets  : 
the  caf/s  and  restaurants  were  busy :  merry, 
laughing  groups  collecting  round  the  tables, 
jostling  each  other  in  the  roadway ;  Italian 
voices  predominating  over  the  more  guttural 
German,  for  the  atmosphere  and  temperament 
of  the  South  is  very  present  with  you  in 
Cortina. 

The  Belluno  diligence  rattled  past  with  much 
cracking  of  whips  and  jingling  of  harness.  A 
fat  Italian  nurse,  with  a  big  ruche  of  blue  ribbon 
round  her  head  and  streamers  flowing,  swayed 
and  lurched  on  the  back  seat,  clasping  two  tired, 
dusty  little  children  in  her  arms. 

Rose  wondered  if  that  was  the  same  diligence 
which  Myles  had  travelled  in.  She  watched 
it  out  of  sight,  still  wondering,  and  looked  round 
to  find  that  Ilka  had  left  the  table  and  run 
out  into  the  road,  where  she  was  talking  to 
a  group  of  people. 

"  Only  think,"  she  exclaimed,  when  she 
returned,  "the  friend  of  whom  I  told  you — 
who  climbed  a  mountain  with  me — is  here  in 
Cortina,  and  she  has  broken  her  leg  climbing 
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another  mountain!  Is  it  not  a  tragedy?  I 
have  promised  to  go  and  see  her  this  evening. 
You  will  not  be  angry  with  me  ?" 

"Angry?     Oh,  no." 

"  I  do  not  ask  you  to  come  with  me,  for 
broken  legs  are  not  amusing,  and  naturlich 
she  will  talk  much.  But  we  will  walk  together 
to  her  villa,  and  near  it  there  is  a  charming 
spot  where  you  can  sit  and  watch  the  Alpen 
Glow.  Will  that  be  agreeable  to  you  ?  I  will 
try  not  to  be  long." 

••  Please  don't  trouble  about  me,"  said  Rose. 
"  I  shall  sit  and  wait  for  you." 

The  sun  was  sinking  low  towards  the  hill- 
tops when  they  left  the  town  and  climbed  the 
ascent  to  where  a  few  scattered  villas  dotted 
the  grassy  slope  facing  westwards.  Ilka's  friend 
lived  in  one  of  the  highest  up  of  the  villas, 
but  she  led  the  way  past  it  by  a  side -path 
and  came  out  on  a  bit  of  open  ground  strewn 
with  rocks  and  boulders,  .  id  where  the  wild 
flowers  grew  thick  in  the  mossy  turf. 

"From  here  I  saw  my  first  sunset  at 
Cortina,"  she  said,  stopping  and  laying  her 
hand  on  Rose's  shoulder.  "  I  have  never 
forgotten  that  time.  Rudi  was  here  also,  and 
my  parents.  It  was  one  of  those  glorious 
evenings  that  seem  almost  too  happy  to  be 
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of  this  world.  First  the  mountains  becam 
golden,  and  then  pink  like  the  heart  of  a  ros( 
and  then  violet  and  purple.  We  sat  on  th 
grass  among  the  flowers,  that  smelt  like  onl 
Alpen  flowers  can  smell,  and  watched  th 
shadows  grow  deeper  and  deeper  around  u; 
as  if  Nature  suddenly  became  sad  after  havin 
been  gljriously  happy." 

She  was  silent  for  a  few  moments,  then  sh 
pointed  across  the  valley. 

"  See !  the  Alpen  Glow  is  already  beginnin 
to   kiss  the   Cinque   Torri.     Is  it  not  like 
piece  of  heaven."*     And  alas!     I  go  away  t 
talk  of  broken  legs.     Are  you  quite  sure  yo 
do  not  feel  alarmed  to  be  left  here  alone?" 

"  No,"  answered  Rose.  "  I  do  not  feel  a 
all  alarmed." 

After  Ilka  had  disappeared  round  a  ben< 
in  the  pathway  she  walked  on  a  little  .urthei 
until  she  came  to  a  place  where  a  craggy  rod 
stood  out  from  the  sloping  bank  above.  I 
was  not  difficult  to  scramble  up  its  side,  an( 
she  found  the  summit  crowned  by  a  thatcl 
of  heather  and  fern.  She  sank  down  close  t( 
the  overhanging  ledge,  and  burrowed  a  littl 
nest  for  herself  in  the  soft  ground. 

It  was  the  first  time  she  had  been  alone  tha 
day,  and  in  a  moment  her  thoughts  were  bad 
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at  Waldhof.  Benjie  would  be  asleep — or  ought 
to  be.  She  wondered  if  Myles  had  kept  his 
promise  and  taken  the  child  out  with  him  ?  She 
leant  back  against  the  bank  of  heather  and 
drew  in  a  deep  breath  of  the  warm,  scented 
air.  She  had  been  longing  for  this  hour  of 
solitude  so  as  to  have  leisure  to  think,  and 
now  her  thoughts  frightened  her.  To-morrow 
began  to  loom  before  her,  gigantic  and  fateful. 
To-morrow  she  would  be  back  at  Waldhof. 
How  was  she  to  answer  that  question  ? 

She  sat  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  glory 
of  the  western  sky.  The  sun  had  sunk  to 
rest  in  its  bed  of  crimson  and  gold :  the 
Alpen  Glow  was  flushing  the  hill-tops,  the 
purple  shadows  creeping  stealthily  across  the 
valley.  Sweet,  subtle  scents  breathed  out  their 
fragrance.  Nature  was  so  beautiful — the  world 
so  full  of  wonderful  possibilities. 

"But  I  must  be  quite  sure,"  "he  . .....»iured. 

"  I  wish  something  would  happen  to  .'how  me 
— myself." 

Her  eyes  were  blinded  to  what  lay  beneath 
by  the  gorgeous  splendour  of  the  flaming  sky. 
Something  roused  her  with  a  start.  Something 
soft  and  fragrant  fell  with  a  little  flop  into 
her  lap.  It  was  a  bunch  of  wild  flowers,  tied 
together  by  a  wisp  of  grass. 
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She  bent  forward  and  looked  over  the  sid< 
of  the  rock.  Rudolf  Scholan  was  standing 
immediately  below  her.  His  head  was  throwi 
back  and  his  eyes  were  laughing  up  into  hers. 

"  Herr  Baron ! "  she  exclaimed  in  astonish 
ment.     "Where  have  you  come  from?" 
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Rudolf  swung  himself  up  to  the  top  of  the 
crag  and  stood  with  his  hand  raised  to  the 
peaked  brim  of  his  hat. 

"  Where  have  you  come  from  ? "  asked  Rose 
again. 

He  laughed,  and  dropped  down  on  the 
ground  beside  her. 

•'  1  have  run  away,"  he  said. 

"That  means  you  have  done  something 
you  ought  not  to  have  done." 

She  spoke  as  if  she  were  scolding  Benjie. 
In  some  ways  this  odd  creature  was  quite  as 
irresponsible. 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  Natiirlich,  if  I  am  found  out — but  I  can  run 
back  again  very  quickly.  As  the  bird  flies, 
our  camp  for  to-night  is  not  at  such  a  great 
distance."  He  flicked  some  dust  from  his  long 
riding-boots.  "  I  travel  through  the  mountains. 
So  far  by  horse,  and  so  far  by  leg." 

"Straight  to  this  place!  How  did  you 
know  where  to  come  ?  " 
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He  glani.^d  « ound. 

"  But  of  cour-e  I  knew  that  Ilka  would  bring 
you  here.     ^Vl'.re  is  she  ?  " 

The  .a  '  n  0.  Ilka's  absence  was  explained. 

'•  Is  th    Uy.^  V  •  y  much  broken  ? "  he  asked. 

Rose  s  ici  1  t  she  was  afraid  it  was,  and 
he   murn^a  red  i-'  hin'.self:     "  Go^i  set   dank  J 
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uch    talk."      But  she 
if  w  his  attention   to  the 
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Then   the.-     'Vi 
did  not  1 1  a.r, 
sunset. 

"  Isn't  i.  glorioLis  .     I  hope  Ilka  won't  miss 
it  all." 

He  did  not  turn  his  head  to  look. 
"  The  Sonnenuntergang  is  beautiful,  and  I 
am  very  fond  of  my  sister,  but  it  was  not  foi 
such  things  that  I  come  to  Cortina.  It  was 
to  see  you.  I  come  all  these  miles  across  the 
mountains  to  see  you." 

She  thought  it  only  one  of  his  extravagance: 
of  speech  to  talk  so,  and  answered  lightly  : 

"  I  don't  expect  it  is  the  first  time  you  hav( 
run  across  the  mountains  to  Cortina.  Yoi 
seem  to  know  all  about  it." 

Her  sight  was  blinded  by  the  Alpen  Glow 

and  she  did  not  see  the  expression  that  cam 

over  his  face,  but  to  her  alarm  she  felt  botl 

her  hands  seized  and  covered  with  kisses. 

"  Herr   Baron  !  "  she  exclaimed,  wrenchinj 
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them  free.  "  Don't !  I  can't  bear  to  have  my 
hands  kissed — you  know  that." 
Rudolfs  blue  eyes  flashed. 
"  You  do  not  believe  that  I  come  to  Cortina 
to  see  you  ?  But  it  is  true,  for  I  love  you,  I 
love  you,  I  love  you!"  he  cried  excitedly. 
"  All  yesterday  I  did  not  see  you.  Since  two 
nights  ago  when  we  made  the  /V^  in  the 
garden  I  have  not  seen  you.  It  was  unsup- 
portable ;  I  could  not  bear  such  absence  any 
longer." 

She  sat  speechless.  She  did  not  know  what 
to  say,  for  he  was  in  earnest.  She  was  horrified, 
aghast ;  what  she  had  taken  for  an  air- bubble 
was  a  bomb,  and  it  had  exploded  at  her  feet. 

"You  must  not  say  such  things.  I— I  don't 
believe  you  mean  them,"  was  all  she  could 
stammer  at  last. 

"Mean  them.?  You  think  that  I  do  not 
know  what  this  love  is  ?  Gott !  but  I  tell  you 
it  is  burning  me  up  in  flames!  It  is  different 
to  any  love  which  has  ever  been  in  my  heart 
before." 

"  I — I  am  so  sorry." 

He  threw  out  his  arms  with  a  tragic  gesture. 
"And  it  makes  me  feel  that  I  want  to  be 
good !     Such  a  feeling  is  most  strange  to  me. 
I  do  not  know  what  to  do  with  it," 
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There  was  a  world  of  appeal  in  his  voice. 
Why  could  she  not  understand? 

•'  Can  you  not  love  me  ?  Will  you  not  try 
to  love  me?  If  you  tell  me  of  some  things 
that  would  make  me  agreeable  to  you  I  will 
do  them.  There  is  nothing  in  the  world  I 
would  not  do  to  make  you  love  me." 

«« It  is — impossible,"  she  murmured. 

'•But  I  have  had  such  hopes!  You  have 
never  been  cold  to  me.  Many  times  you  have 
smiled  upon  me  when  you  have  not  smiled 
upon  others.  And  —  you  wore  my  roses ! 
The  roses  of  your  name!  You  would  not 
have  done  such  things  only  to  break  my 
heart  ?  " 

She  felt  she  could  have  wept  tears  of  self- 
reproach.  It  was  quite  true  she  had  never 
been  cold  to  him ;  she  had  never  thought  it 
necessary  to  be  cold  to  him.  He  had  suddenly 
sprung  into  the  colourless  monotony  of  her  life, 
and  she  had  accepted  his  boyish  admiration 
without  a  thought  of  its  seriousness.  She  was 
as  unprepared  for  this  as  she  had  been  for 
those  few  quiet  words  of  the  night  before. 
And  she  ought  to  have  known.  Her  woman's 
instinct  ought  to  have  told  her.  Why  had  it 
not  ?  She  had  been  selfish,  self-centred,  blind. 
She  had  allowed  this  thing. 
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Rudolf  was  pleading  with  eager,  impassioned 
gestures. 

"Why  do  you  not  speak?  I  ask  you  to 
say :  'I  love  you.'  It  is  not  difficult.  I  have 
said  these  words  many  times.  They  are  not 
difficult  words." 

At  the  natveU  of  it,  she  found  herself 
struggling  between  tears  and  laughter.  Rudolf 
was  not  offended,  but  he  was  puzzled. 

"You    find    that    amusing.?"     he    asked 
"Why.?" 

Dared  she  remind  him  of  that  long  list  of 
loves  to  which  he  had  confessed  ?  If  he  could 
only  be  persuaded  to  treat  this  in  the  same 
way  }  She  hurried  on,  explanatory,  apologetic, 
and  with  a  guilty  consciousness  that  she  was 
taking  a  mean  advantage  of  his  ingenuousness. 

"You  said  yourself— that  morning,  do  you 
remember,  when  we  had  coffee  together  in 
the  garden—that  —  that  there  had  been  so 
many.  I  thought  it  was  just  like  that.  I— I 
never  thought  you  were  in  earnest.  Really  I 
did  not.  Please  let  us  think  so.  Don't  let  us 
take  this  seriously " 

She  had  said  the  wrong  thing. 

"You  do  not  understand,"  he  broke  out 
vehemently.  "I  wish  for  to  marry  you!  I 
did  not  wish  for  to  marry  any  of  these  other 
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loves.  It  is  not  necessary  to  marry  all  one's 
loves,  but  I  love  you  to  distraction,  and  I  want 
to  marry  you." 

She  put  up  her  hands  to  her  ears. 
"  Oh,  please  don't  talk  like  that.     Please  let 
us  go  back  to  being  friends,  the  way  we  were 
before,  and  not  talk  about  love  at  all." 

'^Goli  Himmel!"  he  exclaimed.  "But  1 
was  never  anything  but  a  lover  from  the 
beginnings."  He  scanned  her  face  searchingly. 
••  Why  can  you  not  love  me  ?  Ah !— some  one 
has  told  you  that  I  am  a  dangerous  man." 

No.  It  had  never  occurred  to  her  to  think 
of  Rudolf  as  a  dangerous  man. 

"I  am  not  a  monument  of  stone,"  he  cried 

recklessly.     "Oh  no,   not  at  all."     He  bent 

nearer.     "You  have  heard  stories  about  me? 

It  is  because  you  have  been  told  that  I  am  a 

dangerous  man  that  you  will  not  listen  to  me?" 

He  was  getting  more  and  more  excited,  and 

she  felt  her  control  over  him  slipping  away. 

She  was  a  little  afraid,  but  she  must  not  show  it. 

•'I  have  not  heard  any  stories  about  you, 

and  I  would  not  have  listened  to  them  if  I 

had.     I  want  to  like  you,  and  to  think  what 

is  good  of  you,"  she  said  gently. 

"Like!     Aber  nein !     You  give  me  that 
word  before,  and  I  had  no  use  for  it." 
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He  flung  himself  away  from  her,  and  sat 
staring  at  the  glowing  sky.  He  did  not  see 
it.  His  face  had  lost  its  look  of  boyish  care- 
lessness. In  all  his  gay  young  life  he  had 
never  been  thwarted  in  love,  and  he  could 
not  understand  denial.  Why  would  she  not 
listen  to  him?    There  must  be  a  reason. 

He  was  very  quiet.  She  would  have  done 
better  not  to  have  spoken. 

"I  am  so  sorry  that  I  let  you  think  that 
I  meant  anything  but  friendship,"  she  said. 
"Please  forgive  me.  What  you  ask  is  quite 
impossible.     One— cannot  give  what  one  has 

not  got." 

"Ah!"     He    turned    on    her    with    such 
vehemence  that  she  drew  back,  startled,  and 
with  a  fresh  fear.     The  light  in  his  eyes  was 
a   revelation.      She  could   not  have   believed 
that  he   was    capable    of   looking  like   that; 
unwittingly,  she  had  given  him  the  key  to  the 
puzzle.     "You  cannot  give  what  you  have  not 
got  ?    Then  there  is  some  one  else.    Only  such 
can  be  the  reason.     You  are  so  sure.     You 
could  not  be  so  sure  if  there  was  not  some  one 
else." 

She  could  not  find  a  single  word  to  answer 
him  wih.  He  had  told  her  what  she  had  not 
dared    to   admit   to  herself.      "If  something 


I  fl  i 


[!'. 


248  WITH  THE  MERRY  AUSTRIANS 

would  only  happen  to  show  me  myself?"  had 
bejn  the  question  on  her  lips  whilst  she  sat 
dreaming  in  the  rosy  light  of  the  Alpen  Glow, 
and  Rudolf  had  come,  and  answered  the 
question. 

How  much  more  would  he  guess  ?  He  was 
watching  her,  demanding  an  answer.  A  kind 
of  despair  seized  her.  She  could  never  make 
him  understand,  because  she  could  not  explain. 
She  was  quite  free,   no  promise  bound  her; 

Myles  had  exacted  nothing.     She  wished 

She  caught  her  breath  with  a  little  gasp.  She 
wished  that  he  had  not  left  her  so  free. 

And  Rudolf  must  be  answered. 

"  There  is  some  one  else,"  he  kept  repeating. 
His  burning  eyes  never  left  her  face,  and  their 
expression  frightened  her. 

He  was  fast  losing  patience.  To  stand  aside 
and  see  another  man  take  his  place?  That 
had  never  been  his  way  in  love.  Young, 
strong,  ardent,  he  was  vividly  alive  to  the 
power  of  a  woman's  charm,  but  no  experience 
had  prepared  him  for  this !  His  fickle  fancies 
had  never  given  him  a  heartache ;  he  had  been 
accustomed  to  win  so  easily.  Now,  with  all 
the  fire  of  his  emotional  nature  roused,  repulse 
met  his  hot  ardour.  He  did  not  stop  to  think 
that  if  she  loved  another  man  he  was  only 
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beating  the  air  by  trying  to  win  her  for  him- 
self. Uppermost  in  his  mind,  surging  through 
his  veins  and  throbbing  in  every  pulse  and 
nerve,  was  the  dominating,  clamouring  cry  for 
his  heart's  desire. 

"  I  will  not  give  you  up  to  any  man.  You 
are  mine!    I  take  you,  I  keep  you!" 

The  hoarse  voice  did  not  sound  like  Rudolfs, 
and  it  was  not  the  reflection  of  the  crimson  sky 
which  made  him  look  so  strange. 

Rose  fought  against  the  paralysing  sensation 
of  fear  which  was  creeping  nearer  and  nearer 
to  her.  He  had  called  himself  a  dangerous 
man  —  perhaps  he  was.  She  did  not  know 
what  wild  strain  might  run  in  his  blood ;  she 
glanced  round  fearfully.  The  shadows  were 
deepening ;  the  hillside  was  deserted  ;  she  was 
quite  alone  with  him,  and  he  was  strung  up  to 
a  pitch  of  excitement  that  a  look  or  a  word 
might  put  him  beyond  her  power. 

Suddenly  he  leant  forward  and  again  caught 
her  hands  in  his  and  covered  them  with  kisses. 
His  lips  seemed  to  burn  her  skin.  Her  instinct 
was  to  tear  herself  free,  but  he  held  her  in  so 
tight  a  grasp  that  she  knew  it  was  useless. 
The  humiliation  of  a  struggle  she  would  not 
have.  She  bit  her  lips  hard  to  stop  their 
quivering. 
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"  Let  me  go ! "  she  said  in  a  low  voice 
"You  are  hurting  me." 

His  blazing  eyes  flashed  defiance  at  her. 

"  It  is  love,  and  love  cannot  hurt." 

•'  Let  me  go ! "  she  repeated. 

Still  he  held  her,  tighter  than  before.  Shi 
was  quite  at  his  mercy.  Her  tongue  was  he 
only  weapon,  and  she  was  so  afraid  that  he 
voice  would  show  how  frightened  she  was 
By  an  immense  effort  she  kept  it  under  contro 

"  You  said  I  made  you  feel  good.  Do  yo 
call  this  being  good  ?  Is  this  the  way  to  shoi 
love— to  try  and  frighten  me  ?  Where  is  yoi 
chivalry  ?  " 

Her  heart  was  beating  fast,  but  she  m( 
his  eyes  unflinchingly.  She  saw  the  strugg]( 
Every  muscle  of  his  face  was  working,  and  h 
breath  came  and  went  in  quick  gasps.  The 
she  felt  his  fingers  tremble  ;  their  grip  relaxe( 
With  a  strangled  sob  he  tore  himself  away  an( 
flinging  himself  down  at  her  feet,  he  buried  h 
face  in  the  grass. 

"AcJt,  mein  Goti!"  he  cried  brokenl 
"  What  shall  I  do  ?  I  am  altogether  mad. 
am  nothing  but  a  brute.  You  will  nevi 
forgive  me.  You  will  never  speak  to  n 
again.  I  am  the  most  miserable  man  in  5 
the  world." 
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The  crisis  was  past.  From  the  height  of 
passion  he  had  sunk  to  the  depths  of  despair. 
Rose  drew  a  long  breath  of  relief,  but  she  felt 
she  could  have  wept  herself,  she  was  so  sorry 
for  him.  It  was  her  own  fault  that  this  had 
happened.  It  seemed  altogether  hard  and 
cruel  and  unreasonable  that  he  had  been  made 
to  show  himself  in  this  hateful  light  because 
he  loved  her. 

She  did  not  dare  to  comfort  him  ;  and  when 
presently  he  moved,  and  raised  his  head,  she 
turned  away,  thinking  he  would  not  like  her  to 
be  a  witness  to  his  self-abasement. 

But  Rudolf  did  not  think  of  that.  It  was 
characteristic  of  him  to  be  quite  unselfconscious 
as  to  how  he  looked.  He  thought  that  her 
attitude  meant  that  she  still  shrank  from  him  ; 
timidly  he  touched  the  hem  of  her  dress. 

"Will  you  not  speak  to  me?  Are  you  so 
angry  with  me  that  you  will  never  look  at  me 

again  ? " 

His  humility  made  her  self-reproach  the  more 
acute.     The  tears  started  to  her  eyes. 

"  I  was  angry — but  now  I  am  more  sorry 
than  angry." 

"Sorry?"  he  repeated;  "but  that  is  to  be 
sad  ?  ■' 

"Oh,   don't  you   understand?     I   hated  to 
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feel  that  you  had  disappointed  me.  I  want 
always  to  think  of  you  as  I  have  known  you— 
chivalrous,  and— truly  a  gentleman." 

"You  say  such  things  and  yet  it  is  not 
possible  for  you  to  give  me  one  small  piece 
of  love.?" 

"Not  in  the  way  you  mean,"  she  answered 
gently. 

He  gazed  at  her  mournfully. 

'•  Then  there  is  nothing  more  for  me  to  do. 
All  is  over.  I  must  learn  io^plier  la  tite" 
and  he  took  off  his  hat. 

The  light  fell  on  his  uncovered  head;  his 
boyish,  sun- browned  face  looked  so  young,  and 
so  tragically  miserable.  She  longed  to  comfort 
him  as  she  would  have  comforted  a  hurt  child, 
but  she  dared  not.  He  was  of  too  inflammable 
a  nature  to  pity  lightly. 

She  wished  Ilka  would  come  back.  She 
strained  her  eyes  to  follow  the  windings  of 
the  little  path  below,  and  thought  she  saw  the 
flutter  of  a  white  dress.  It  disappeared  behind 
a  rock,  and  then  appeared  again.  Ilka  s  voice 
called  out  hir  name,  and  she  answered. 

Rudolf  raised  his  head.  His  drooping 
shoulders  straightened,  and  ?  next  moment 
he  had  sprung  to  his  feet,  lis  slim  figure 
clearly  outlined  against  the  sky. 
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"Ros— a?" 

Ilka's  voice  floated  up  to  them. 

Rudolf  made  a  curious  sound,  soft  and 
low,  like  the  wakening  call  of  a  bird  at 
dawn. 

Ilka  had  drawn  quite  near. 

"Rudi!"  she  exclaimed  in  astonishment. 
"Is  it  indeed  Rudi  that  I  see.?" 

"But  yes.  Did  you  think  that  it  was  the 
Abendstem  fallen  from  heaven.?"  he  cried, 
and  sprang  down  the  side  of  the  rock. 

Rose  could  hear  their  laughing  voices  below. 
Rudolf  was  giving  an  extraordinary  explanation 
of  how,  and  why,  he  happened  to  be  where  he 
was.  How  much  of  it  would  Ilka  believe,  she 
wondered.?  It  was  impossible  to  tell.  A  few 
minutes  later  the  two  scrambled  up  the  rock 
together,  and  Ilka  sat  down  on  the  grass  and 
held  out  her  hand  to  Rudolf  and  demanded 
a  cigarette. 

"Or  else  I  die  at  once!"  she  exclaimed. 
"I  am  altogether  exhausted  with  talking  of 
broken  legs." 

If  Rose  had  seen  the  contents  of  a  hurried 
letter  which  Ilka  wrote  to  her  husband  that 
night  before  she  went  to  bed,  she  would 
have  had  no  doubts  as  to  Ilka's  powers  of 
observation. 
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'•  You  will  please  me  by  keeping  Rudi  very 
busy  for  some  days.  Give  him  so  much  work 
to  do  that  he  will  not  find  any  time  to  think 
of  the  Seaux  yeux  of  a  certain  charming  lady 
whose  name  it  is  needless  to  mention." 

"  Fritz  will  understand,"  she  said  to  herself 
as  she  sealed  up  the  letter. 

It  was  quite  natural  that  Rudolf  should  have 
fallen  in  love  with  Rose,  but  the  affair  must 
not  be  allowed  to  become  too  serious.  Ilka 
had  her  own  views  for  Rudolfs  matrimonial 
future.  A  bride  with  a  handsome  dot  was  a 
necessity ;  and  Rose  was  not  in  love  with  him, 
therefore  no  hearts  would  be  broken.  Rudolfs 
heari  at  present  was  certainly  in  danger;  but 
Ilka  had  seen  it  survive  many  storms,  and  was 
not  afraid. 

"And  she?— I  must  guard  her.  She  pities 
him,  and  that  might  deceive  her.  It  must  not 
be.  She  is  to  marry  the  Englishman  ! "  And 
Ilka  stamped  her  letter  and  ran  downstairs 
with  it  herself,  so  that  it  might  go  early  in 
the  morning. 


CHAPTER  XXI 
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A  DUSTY  travelling  carriage  stood  in  the  court- 
yard at  Schloss  Waldhof.  The  horses  had 
been  watered  at  the  wooden  trough  which 
stood  under  the  cherry  tree  by  the  gateway, 
and  the  driver  was  refreshing  himself  inside 
the  restaurar.c. 

The  Frau  Baronin  Seybell  and  Vilma  were 
to  be  his  passengers  on  his  return  journey  to 
the  station.  They  were  leaving  Waldhof  that 
afternoon  en  rente  for  Vienna.  It  wanted  still 
more  than  an  hour  until  the  time  when  it 
was  necessary  to  start,  but  the  luggage  was 
already  down  and  heaped  in  a  pile  on  the 
doorstep.  Round  it  at  intervals  fluttered  the 
Frau  Baronin  nervously.  She  was  always  in 
a  state  of  nervous  flutter  when  starting  on  a 
journey,  and  on  this  occasion  was  more  so  than 
usual,  because  Vilma  had  given  her  no  help 
at  all  in  the  final  arrangements.  ::}he  did  not 
know  where  Vilma  was.  Vilma  was  much  too 
modern  and  emancipated  to  allow  her  mother 
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to  control  her  movements,  and  the  Frau 
Baronin  did  not  dare  to  make  enquiries.  It 
would  be  like  her  to  keep  every  one  anxious 
until  the  last  moment,  and  then  there  would 
be  a  rush  and  scramble  to  catch  the  train. 

Supposing  they  missed  the  train  ?  The  Frau 
Baronin  shuddered  at  such  an  idea.  She  was 
a  bundle  of  nerves  and  fears.  What  woman 
would  not  be  who  had  a  husband  with  a  temper 
as  finely  set  as  the  hair-spring  of  a  watch  ;  and 
he  was  waiting  for  her  at  the  other  end  of 
the  journey. 

For  the  third  time  she  made  an  excursion 
out  to  the  gateway  and  looked  up  and  down 
the  road,  but  there  was  no  sign  of  Vilma. 
There  was  no  one  in  sight  at  all,  except  Frau 
Wolff,  who  was  sitting  on  a  seat  a  little 
distance  from  the  front  door,  watching  her 
through  a  pair  of  long-handled  lorgnettes.  She 
sighed.  Of  course  it  still  wanted  an  hour  to 
the  time  of  starting;  she  must  try  to  wait 
patiently. 

Frau  Wolff  was  enjoying  herself  Watch- 
ing the  Seybells'  departure  was  very  interest- 
ing, and  Waldhof  had  been  particularly  devoid 
of  interest  for  the  last  two  days.  Grafin 
Rentier  and  the  English  lady  were  absent, 
and  did  not  return  until  that  evening.     The 
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General  and  his  staff  were  also  absent,  and  there 
had  been  no  dancing  or  lawn  tennis  or  files 
in  the  garden.     She  might  have  found  some 
compensation  in  watching  the  young  Baronin 
Seybell   and  the   Englishman,   but  there  was 
nothing  to  watcli      The  romance  she  had  built 
up  concerning  these  two  people  had  collapsed. 
The  Englishman  was  not  in  love  with  Vilma ; 
he  was  in  love  with  his  c        countrywoman' 
What  puzzled  her  was.  why  he  had  not  gone  to 
Cortina?     If  th-  !  >']y   he  loved   was   not  at 
Waldhof,  why  did  he  seem  so  content  to  stay 
there?     It  was  all  very  strange. 

For  the  fourth  time  she  saw  the  Frau  Baronin 
go  out  to  the  gateway  and  look  round  in  search 
of  her  daughter.  What  a  lot  of  boxe..  h: 
Seybells  had !  She  wondered  how  much  n  al! 
been  given  to  the  man  who  carried  ..rni 
down.  Such  things  were  very  interest. ;, 
and  she  often  sat  on  that  particular  seat  c 
watch  arrivals  and  departures. 

Then  she  saw  Mr  Ridley  emerge  from  the 
door  of  the  Schloss  and  pick  his  way  carefully 
between  the  piles  of  luggage.  He  held  his 
hat  in  his  hand,  and  stood  looking  from  right 
to  left  before  descending  the  steps.  He  saw 
Frau  Wolff,  who  nodded  to  him  encouragingly, 
and  after  hesitating  for  a  moment,  he  walked 
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across  to  where  she  was  sitting  and  sat  down 
beside  her.  It  was  rather  odd,  but  it  always 
happened  that  if  he  were  in  a  difficulty  or 
perplexity,  fate  threw  him  in  the  way  of  Frau 
Wolff.  An  incongruous  kind  of  comradeship 
had  sprung  up  between  this  oddly  assorted 
couple.  Mr  Ridley  had  never  been  abroad 
before,  and  national  distinctions  and  the  con- 
flicting elements  of  class  prejudice  meant 
nothing  to  him.  He  regarded  her  with  the 
leniency  born  of  gratitude. 

Frau  Wolff  was  flattered  by  Charles's 
appreciation,  but  she  was  under  no  delusion 
as  to  wherein  lay  her  attraction  for  him.  Her 
preliminary  remarks  showed  that 

"  Vat  is  ze  r  /■  ter  ? "  she  asked.  '*  I  perceive 
zat  ze  face  is  red  and  ze  hairs  of  ze  head  is 
distorbed.     Vat  is  ze  matter?" 

Charles  knew  that  he  looked  hot  and  fussed. 
It  did  not  make  him  feel  any  cooler  to  be 
told  so. 

"  The  customs  of  this  country  are  calculated 
to  disturb  any  one  who  has  a  proper  sense 
of  the  fitness  of  things,"  he  answered  crossly. 
"  There  is  a  standard  of  propriety  which  ought 
to  be  respected  in  matters  of  daily  life,  which 
I  find  entirely  wanting  here.  Twice  to-day  I 
have  been  made  to  feel  most  uncomfortable." 
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"So— so,"  said  Frau  Wolff.  A  good  deal 
of  what  he  said  was  beyond  her,  but  she 
generally  managed  to  catch  the  drift  of  his 
pedantic  little  grievances.  "Is  it  ze  voman 
of  ze  bass  who  has  made  you  kd  once  more 
so  shockeeng?" 

"No,  it  was  the  laundress.  I  consider  it 
—  most  immodest  the  way  she  hangs  the 
clothes  which  she  brings  back  from  the  wash- 
ing on  the  pegs  outside  the  bedroom  doors. 
Presumably  she  has  mistaken  my  number. 
Coming  out  of  my  room  just  now  I  had  to 
push  my  way  through  a  dangling  curtain  of 
garments  which   certainly  did   not  belong   to 

me.     Trashy,  flimsy  things,  trimmed  with " 

He  coughed  and  passed  his  hand  over  the  top 
of  his  head.     "  No  wonder  my  hair  is  ruffled." 
Frau  Wolff  nodded. 

"  But  of  course  she  hangs  ze  cloeses  on  ze 
doors.  You  like  better  if  she  brings  zem  to 
speak  vis  you  in  ze  room.?" 

"No,"  snapped  Charles.  "Such  matters 
ought  to  be  arranged  by  the  hotel  officials. 
I  like  to  see  things  and  people  in  their  proper 
places.  It  appears  to  me  that  women  in  this 
country  take  an  unseemly  part  in  work  that 
ought  to  be  done  by  men."  He  put  on  his 
hat,  and  then  took  it  off  again.      "  This  after- 
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noon  the  tailor  sent  his  wife  to  fit  on  my 
new  suit  of  clothes!  His  wife!!"  Charles's 
voice  rose  two  tones  higher.  "The  creature 
had  not  even  the  decency  to  wrap  up  the 
things  in  paper.  I  found  her  walking  up  and 
down  the  corridor  with  the  whole  suit  hang- 
ing over  her  arm.  Coat  and  waistcoat  and 
trousers.   Trousers!   To  be  fitted  on!   Imagine 

such  a  thing ! " 

"Trousers?"   echoed  Frau  Wolff.      "Such 

a  vord  I  do  not  know." 

Her  hand  sought  the  hanging  pocket  which 
she  wore  at  her  waist.  So  much  English  was 
now  talked  in  the  hotel  that  it  was  necessary 
always  to  carry  the  dictionary  about  with  her. 
She  searched  its  pages  rapidly. 

"  BeinkUider  !  "  She  tapped  Charles's  knee 
with  the  handle  of  her  lorgnettes.  ' ' Btinkleider. 
But  of  course  I  onderstand." 

"May  I  be  allowed  to  see  the  word  for 
myself?"  asked  Charles.  "I  wish  to  be  able 
to  explain  matters  to  the  tailor,  and  dictionary 
translations  are  often  misleading."  He  took 
the  book,  and  held  it  up  close  to  his  eyeglasses. 
"  Beinkleider — pantaloons,  inexpressibles,  leg- 
coverings.  Thank  you.  I  think  the  meaning 
is  quite  clear.  I  am  going  to  see  the  tailor 
now." 
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"  I  komm  vis  you,"  said  Frau  Wolff  with 
decision.  "  I  know  zis  man  who  makes  ze 
cloeses.  He  is  stoopid  as  a  sheep.  He  vill 
not  onderstand.  I  speaks  to  him  and  you  hafs 
nodding  to  do.    Ja,  ja.     I  komm  vis  you." 

Charles  looked  undecided.  He  had  never 
gone  for  a  walk  with  Frau  Wolff  before,  and 
such  familiarity  was  rather  conspicuous.  He 
glanced  at  her  sideways.  She  was  dressed  for 
the  daily  constitutional  she  always  took  in  the 
afternoon.  Her  skirts  were  tucked  up  with 
many  loops  and  buttons,  and  showed  her  bare, 
sandal-bound  feet.  Her  hat  was  a  fluffy  trifle 
of  tulle  and  pink  rosebuds,  grotesquely  child- 
like, and  she  was  struggling  to  squeeze  her 
hands  into  a  pair  of  white  kid  gloves. 

Supposing  he  met  Myles?  Those  dreadful 
sandals  !     It  made  him  shiver  to  look  at  them. 

Frau  Wolff  was  conscious  of  the  shiver,  but 
mistook  its  meaning.     She  looked  down. 

"I  do  ze  Kur.  You  sink  my  feets  is  cold  ? 
Not  at  all.  Vould  you  l«ke  for  to  feel 
zems  ?  " 

Charles  put  the  breadth  of  the  seat  between 
himself  and  his  companion. 

"Certainly  not,"  he  said  sharply. 

Frau  Wolff  gave  a  fat,  rumbling  laugh.  She 
was  not  in  the  least  offended.     She  finished 
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buttoning  her  gloves,  and  then  stood  up  and 
shook  out  her  skirts. 

"  We  make  ze  walk.  Komm  wis  me,  I 
know  zis  man,"  and  shooing  Charles  off  the 
bench  with  waves  of  her  parasol,  she  led  the 
way  across  the  courtyard. 

Charles  meekly  put  on  his  hat  and  followed. 
To  his  relief  she  avoided  the  most  public  path- 
way, and  after  leaving  the  Schloss  grounds 
struck  into  a  narrow  road  which  led  past  the 
farm  where  the  Rentiers  had  their  quarters. 
A  small  wood  of  birch  and  pine  bordered  the 
banks  of  the  stream,  and  half  hidden  antong  the 
trees  stood  a  scattered  group  of  old  buildings, 
long  since  disused  and  tumbling  into  ruins. 

The  path  was  pretty  and  picturesque,  and 
would  have  been  more  so,  Charles  thought,  if 
the  large  figure  in  front  of  him  had  not  blocked 
out  so  much  of  the  view.  There  was  only 
room  to  walk  in  single  file,  and  he  was  following 
his  companion  so  closely  that  when  she  stopped 
suddenly  to  take  breath  before  mounting  a 
slight  incline  in  the  path  he  bumped  into  her. 
The  shock  jerked  his  eyeglasses  off  his  nose, 
and  the  cord,  catching  on  a  drooping  branch, 
snapped,  and  sent  the  glasses  flying  into  the 
air.  They  quivered  for  a  second  in  the  sun- 
shine, and  then  fell,  broken  into  pieces. 


WITH  THE  MERRY  AUSTRIANS    263 

Frau  Wolff  was  voluble  in  expressions  of 
condolence,  and  still  more  voluble  in  protest 
when  Charles  said  he  must  return  to  the 
Schloss  to  fetch  another  pair.  She  was  pre- 
pared to  be  eyes  and  ears  and  tongue  to  him. 
She  would  pilot  him  through  every  difficulty. 
"You  haf  nodding  to  do  but  vears  ze 
cloeses.  I  talk;  I  talk  all  ze  time,"  she 
declared  again  and  again. 

Charles  remained  firm  and  carried  his  point. 
He  must  see  his  clothes  fitted  himself.  If 
Frau  Wolff  would  walk  slowly  on  he  would 
go  back  and  then  follow  and  overtake  her. 

She   shrugged   her   massive   shoulders   and 
pointed  to  a  seat  at  the  top  of  the  little  incline. 
She  would  not  walk  on,  she  would  sit  there  and 
wait  for  him.     She  watched  him  out  of  sight 
and  then  mounted  heavily  the  few  feet  which 
led  to  the  bench.     It  was  a  very  hot  afternoon, 
and  she  was  not  altogether  sorry  to  rest  for 
a  while  in  the  shade.     The  foliage  grew  close 
all  round,  except  just  in  front,  where  she  gained 
peeps  between  the  branches  of  the  stream  and 
the  old  farm.     She  had  hardly  seated  herself 
when  the  sound  of  voices  attracted  her  attention, 
and  leaning  forward  she  put  up  her  lorgnettes. 
There,  just  down  below  her,  on  the  stretch 
of  meadow  grass  between  the  stream  and  the 
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ruined  farmstead,  were  the  young  Baronin 
Seybell  and  the  Englishman,  and  the  little  boy 
whose  mother  had  gone  to  Cortina  with  Grafin 
Rentier  the  day  before. 

Frau  Wolff  drew  in  a  deep  breath  of  satis- 
faction. With  this  before  her  eyes  she  did 
not  mind  how  long  she  was  kept  waiting. 

The  scene  she  looked  down  upon  was  very 
pretty  and  domestic.  Benjie  was  trying  to 
sail  a  paper  boat  on  a  pool  of  shallow  water, 
which  was  an  overflow  from  the  stream,  and 
Myles  and  Vilma  were  sitting  on  the  fallen 
trunk  of  a  tree  watching  him.  Vilma  was 
talking  and  applauding  the  child's  efforts. 
The  sound  of  voices  reached  Frau  Wolff,  but 
she  could  not  hear  what  was  being  said.  She 
had  barely  grasped  the  outlines  of  the  situa- 
tion when  another  figure  came  into  view.  It 
was  Leopoldina,  evidently  going  to  the  dairy 
to  fetch  the  milk  for  the  child's  supper,  for 
she  was  carrying  a  jug  in  her  hand.  There 
was  some  talk  between  her  and  the  Englishman, 
and  then  she  curtsied  and  went  on  her  way. 

She  had  not  been  gone  more  than  two  or 
three  minutes  when  a  new  source  of  interest 
appeared.  Frau  Wolff  grasped  the  handle  of 
her  lorgnettes  tighter  and  stretched  her  neck 
to  the  utmost. 
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It  was  one  of  the  hotel  servants  with  what 
she  was  quite  sure  was  a  telegram  for  the 
Englishman  ;  she  could  see  the  flimsy  scrap 
of  paper  fluttering  between  his  fingers  when 
he  spread  it  open.  He  stood  reading  it  with 
his  head  down,  and  then  took  a  step  or  two 
in  the  direction  which  Leopoldina  had  taken 
and  called  out  something,  but  there  was  no 
answer.  Leopoldina  had  disappeared  amongst 
the  trees. 

Vilma  rose  from  her  seat,  and  Frau  Wolff 
guessed  what  was  being  discussed,  for  Vilma 
pointed  to  the  little  boy  and  then  walked 
across  to  the  pool  where  he  was  playing  and 
took  his  hand.  The  next  thing  Frau  Wolff 
saw  was  the  Englishman  going  very  quickly 
back  in  the  direction  of  the  Schloss  and  the 
servant  who  had  brought  the  telegram  follow- 
ing behind. 

Vilma  held  a  red  parasol  over  her  head, 
which  made  a  bright  spot  of  colour  against 
the  green  bank  beyond.  When  Myles  was 
out  of  sight  she  put  it  down,  and  with  the 
handle  hooked  Benjie's  paper  boat  out  of  the 
pool  and  threw  it  into  the  stream.  The  water 
was  low,  but  the  current  caught  it  and  it 
danced  and  bobbed  over  the  stones  as  it  was 
carried  downwards.     The  child  was  delighted. 
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Vilma  still  held  his  hand  and  he  dragged  her 
along  with  him  until  they  reached  a  bend 
in  the  stream  where  it  swept  round  at  the 
back  of  the  old  farmstead. 

**Ach/"  exclaimed  Frau  Wolff,  regaining 
her  balance  with  an  effort.  She  had  nearly 
tumbled  off  the  bench  trying  to  follow  the 
movements  of  the  two  figures,  and  they  had 
suddenly  disappeared.  She  heard  the  child's 
ringing  laugh  for  a  few  seconds  longer,  and 
then  followed  complete  silence. 

She  dropped  her  lorgnettes  and  looked  at 
her  watch.  It  was  getting  very  near  the  time 
for  the  young  Baronin  to  start  on  her  journey. 
Frau  Wolff  knew  exactly  how  long  it  would 
take  for  a  carriage  and  pair  with  passengers 
and  luggage  to  drive  from  Waldhof  to  the 
station. 

A  few  minutes  passed  and  Vilma  reappeared, 
but  she  was  alone,  and  she  «valked  leisurely 
across  the  grass  almost  in  a  direct  line  towards 
the  place  where  Frau  Wolff  was  sitting.  As 
she  drew  nearer  she  smiled  and  waved  her  red 
parasol.  Not  at  the  watcher  hidden  behind  t'.e 
screen  of  trees,  but  at  Mr  Egerton,  who  was 
coming  to  meet  her  from  the  opposite  direction. 

Frau  Wolff  drew  back  cautiously.  They 
were  now  almost  exactly  under  the  spot  where 
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she  sat.  She  could  hear  them  speaking. 
Vilma's  was  a  peculiarly  high-pitched  voice; 
every  word  rose  distinct  and  clear. 

"It  is  all  right.  The  nurse  came  back  and 
took  him  away." 

The  Englishman's  reply  was  less  audible. 
He  was  evidently  questioning,  and  Vilma 
answered  him  again  with  easy  assurance. 

"  But  I  tell  you  it  is  quite  all  right.  You 
would  not  meet  them  for  they  went  back 
by  another  road." 

Her  voice  trailed  off,  fainter  as  the  distance 
lengthened,  and  Frau  Wolff  heard  only  the 
murmur  of  a  deeper  tone  answer  her.  She 
rose  and  parted  the  branches  in  front. 

The  young  Baronin  and  the  Englishman 
were  walking  away  in  the  direction  of  the 
Schloss,  Vilma  swinging  her  parasol  carelessly 
from  side  to  side.  She  was  in  no  hurry, 
although  it  was  so  near  the  time  of  her 
departure. 

Frau  Wolff  returned  to  the  seat  and  sat 
down  again.  Her  busy  brain  was  full  of  a 
new  subject  of  speculation.  She  was  not 
thinking  of  Vilma :  she  was  thinking  of  how 
Leopoldina  had  managed  to  return  from  the 
dairy  and  take  the  little  boy  away  without 
having  been  seen  to  cross  the  meadow  below. 
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She  thought  she  knew  all  the  paths  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  Schloss,  but  evidently  she 
was  mistaken.  Some  day  she  would  go  and 
investigate  the  place  for  her  own  satisfaction. 

She  was  deep  in  thought  when  Charles 
reappeared.  He  was  very  hot  and  apologetic. 
He  had  not  expected  to  find  her  still  waiting 
for  him,  but  Frau  Wolff  made  no  comment 
on  his  length  of  absence.  The  time  had  not 
seemed  long  to  her.  She  had  been  pleasantly 
occupied,  but  she  did  not  tell  him  in  what 
way,  She  was  still  puzzling  over  that  little 
mystery  of  how  Leopoldina  had  got  back 
from  the  dairy  without  having  been  seen  to 
cross  the  meadow. 
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CHAPTER  XXII 

Frau  Wolff  had  seen  a  good  deal,  but  she 
did  not  see  Mr  Egerton  leave  Schloss  Waldhof 
a  little  later  in  the  company  of  Frau  Baronin 
Seybell  and  Vilma. 

It  had  all  come  about  quite  simply.  Myles's 
telegram  was  an  important  one.  As  he  walked 
back  with  Vilma  to  the  Schloss  he  mentioned 
that  he  was  going  down  to  the  office  to  send 
the  answer  to  it  himself,  and  she  had  offered 
him  a  seat  in  their  carriage.  They  passed  the 
telegraph  office  and  it  would  save  time  and  a 
hot,  dusty  walk. 

The  Frau  Baronin  had  seconded  the  invita- 
tion, and  now,  as  she  watched  him  sitting 
opposite  to  her  in  the  carriage,  she  thought 
with  a  sigh,  if  only  Providence  would  arrange 
for  this  Englishman  to  marry  Vilma,  what 
a  merciful  thing  it  would  be.  She  had  an 
instinctive  trust  in  quiet  men ;  they  were 
stronger  than  the  ones  who  blustered  and 
swor j.  Yes !  If  he  would  only  marry  Vilma 
and  take  her  away  to  the  respectability  of  his 
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own  country.  She  did  not  know  much  aboul 
England,  but  she  was  assured  of  its  respect- 
ability. Vilma  would  be  kept  out  of  mischiel 
there. 

Myles  would  have  been  very  much  surprised 
if  he  had  known  what  thoughts  were  passing 
through  the  mind  of  the  little  woman  whose 
faded  eyes  looked   at   him  pathetically   from 
under  the  brim  of  her  black  mushroom  hat. 
He  saw  the  pathos  and  was  sorry.     The  old 
Baron  was  a  brute,  he  remembered,  and  bullied 
his  wife  abominably.     A  feeling  of  compunc- 
tion  smote  him.     He  had  not  paid  as  much 
attention  to  the  Seybells  as  he  ought  to  have 
done  since  he  had  renewed  his  acquaintance 
with   them  at  Waldhof,  and   now  they  were 
going  away,  and  he  would  not  have  another 
chance  of  making  up  for  his  want  of  sociability. 
Vilma  had  annoyed  him  the  night  he  had  over- 
heard  her  discussing   Rudolf  on   the  terrace, 
and  he  had  kept  out  of  her  way  since.     She 
had  made   him  feel  very  uncomfortable  that 
afternoon  by  finding  him  out  to  say  good-bye. 
He  would  not  have  accepted  the  offer  of  a  seat 
in  the  carriage  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  Frau 
Baronin.     Something  in  the  appeal  of  those 
faded  eyes  had  touched  him  and  prompted  him 
to  accept  it. 
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He  leant  forward  on  the  narrow  seat  and 
exerted  himself  to  be  agreeable. 

He  succeeded  almost  too  well,  and  the  Frau 
baronins  hopes  soared  still  higher.  There 
were  almost  tears  in  her  eyes  when  she  gave 
him  her  hand  at  parting,  and  timidly  invited 
him  to  come  and  visit  them  the  following 
winter  in  Vienna.  ^ 

Vilma  did  not  say  much.  It  occurred  to 
Myles  that  tae  smUe  which  curled  the  corners 
of  her  red  lips  as  she  uent  over  the  door  of 
the  carriage  was  a  little  malicious.  She  said 
good-bye,  and  then  added,  laughing  • 

"  I  wish  you  •  Good  luck.'  That  is  an 
linghsh  expression  which  we  also  have  " 

Standing  in  the  roadway,  he  watched  the 
carriage  disappear  out  of  sight  in  a  cloud  of 
dust. 

She  had  wished  him  "Good  luck."  It  was 
odd  that  she  should  have  used  that  expression'- 
Its  significance  went  deeper  than  she  knew' 
t  h^/^""'  Vilma's-came  up  before  him! 
It  had  never  been  far  away ;  it  haunted  him 
waking  and  sleeping.  How  would  she  greet 
him.  he  wondered  for  the  hundredth  time  > 
How  soon  would  he  know  what  his  answer 
was  to  he?  "swcr 

"I  wish  you  'Good  luck.'" 
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The  words  rang  in  his  ears  as  he  turne 
into  the  telegraph  office,  but  he  had  forgotte 
all  about  Vilma. 

It   did   not   take   him   long  to  transact  hi 

business,  for  he  rarely  found  difficulty  in  dealinj 

with  foreign  officials.     As  he  was  leaving  thi 

place  he   asked  which  was  the  quickest  wa^ 

back  to  Waldhof?     The  man  in  charge,  whl 

had  been  impressed  by  the  stranger's  commanc 

of  his   own   language,    came   to   the  door   tc 

explain  where  he  would  strike  the  path  which 

led  up  to  the  Schloss  through  the  woods.     He 

assured   him    that    he   himself    could   do   the 

distance  in   half  an   hour.     Myles   looked   al 

the  man's  short  legs  and  his  own  long  ones  and 

knocked  ten  minutes  off  the  time.     He  was 

in  a  hurry  to  get  back,   because  he  was  not 

altogether    satisfied   with   himself  for    having 

left  Benjie  to  be  handed  over  to  Leopoldina 

without  explaining  why  he  had   been   called 

away. 

"The  little  chap  will  think  I've  forgotten 
my  promise,"  he  told  hir  --If  remorsefully. 
Benjie  had  extorted  from  mm  a  promise  that 
about  the  time  his  mother  was  expected  to 
return  he  would  take  him  a  little  bit  down  the 
road  on  the  way  to  the  station  to  meet  her. 

The    childish    request    had    been    eagerly 
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pleaded,  and  Myles  had  been  humbly  grateful 
for  It.     It  was  absurd,  but  he  was  as  nervous 
as  a  girl  about  meeting  Rose.     He  had  thought 
of  every  conceivable  way  as  to  how  and  where 
and  when  he  would  see  her  again  for  the  first 
time,  and  he  laughed  a  little  grimly  to  himself 
as  he  covered  the  ground  with  long,  swinging 
strides.     Love  was  making  a  fool  of  him.     He 
had  always  prided  himself  on  his  self-reliance 
and  ,t  was  to  the  hand  of  a  little  child  that  he 
was  trusting  for  help. 

The  beauty  of  the  woodland  path  was  lost  on 
him  ;   he  kept  looking  straight  ahead  to  where 
he   would   catch  the   first   glimpse  of  Schloss 
Waldhof  through   the   trees.     It   still  wanted 
a  httle  while  to  the  time  when  the  travellers 
were    due     but   the    child   was    so   excitable, 
he  would  be  waiting  in  a  fever  of  impatience. 
When  he  came  out  from  the  cover  of  the 
woods,  the  first  thing  he  saw  was  Leopoldina 
standing  by  the  gateway  of  the  Schloss.     She 
was  shading  her  eyes  with  her  hand,  and  her 
attitude   was   watchful   and    expectant.       She 
was   alone,  a  fact  which   struck   him  at  once 
as   cunous.       As    soon   as    she  saw  him  she 
came  running  down  the  slope  and  panted  out 
^eathlessly   the   question:    "Where  was   th.^ 
Ktndchen  ?" 
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Myles  stopped  short  and  stared  at  her. 

"  The  child  ?  He  had  been  given  back  into 
her  charge.     What  did  she  mean  ? " 

A  torrent  of  questions  and  protestations 
answered  him.  Myles  had  grown  accustomed 
to  the  girl's  patois,  and  he  understood  her 
better  than  he  had  done  on  the  occasion  of 
the  night  of  the  storm.  Was  she  lying,  he 
wondered?  Had  Benjie  been  up  to  one  of 
his  favourite  tricks  of  running  away  and  she 
was  trying  to  excuse  herself  for  not  having 
kept  better  watch  over  him  ? 

He  spoke  to  her  sternly  in  German. 

"  Tell  me  the  truth.  When  you  came 
back  from  the  dairy,  you  found  the  child 
playing  with  his  boat,  as  you  had  left  him. 
What  happened  after  that?  How  did  you 
manage  to  lose  him  ?  " 

Leopoldina  wrung  her  hands  despairingly. 

When  she  returned  from  the  dairy — and 
she  had  not  stayed  long,  not  one  moment  too 
long — the  Kindchen  and  the  Baronin  and  the 
Herr  Englishman,  all  had  dispppeared.  She 
had  searched  everywhere.  At  the  Schloss 
she  had  been  told  that  the  Herr  Englishman 
had  driven  away  in  the  carriage  with  the 
Frau  Baronin  Seybell  and  the  young  Baronin. 
One  of  the  servants  had  seen  him  go ;  it  was 
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Marie.  The  carriage  had  been  waiting  for 
some  time  with  all  the  luggage  r.ady.  and  it 
had  departed  hurriedly  at  the  last.  Perhaps 
the  Ktndchen  had  gone  with  them,  perhaps 
not.  Mane  could  not  rerrember  having  seen 
him.  but  then  he  was  so  small.  He  might 
have  jumped  into  the  carriage  and  been 
hidden  by  the  hood  which  had  been  put  up 
to  keep  off  the  dust.  ^ 

Leopoldina  called  upon  all  the  Saints  in  the 
Calendar  to  bear  witness  to  the  truth  of  what 

Iv'    v.     u "  f  ^^  ^^  ^^^  ^°"^  -'-'h  the 
child^       She  had  been  watching  and  waiting 
for  him  :    her  mistress   might   return   at   any 
moment.     What  was  she  to  do  ? 
The  giri  did  not  look  as  if  she  were  telling 

had  told  him  It  was  all  right,  quite  all  right. 
He  did  not  attempt  to  give  Leopoldina  an 
explanation  ;   he  could  not.       A  hideous  fear 

'  CoL^"T  "°'7^u''   ^"PP^^   ^^'^  °f  him. 
Come!     he  said  sharply,  and  started  off  to 

run    with  Leopoldina  following  dose  behind 

Skirtmg  the  garden  wall  of  the  Schloss  he 

made  direct  for  the   spot  where  he  had  last 

seen  Benjie  and  Vilma  together.     It  took  only 

a  few  minutes  to  reach   it.       The  sun  had 
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dipped  behind  the  hill  and  the  place  looked 
gloomy  and  deserted  :  the  pool  where  the 
child  had  sailed  his  boat  lay  like  a  dark  blot 
in  the  shadow  ;  no  white  speck  marked  its 
surface. 

He  had  taken  the  boat  with  him,  thought 
Myles,  as  he  ran  on  towards  the  banks  of  the 
stream.     It  might  be  some  clue. 

The  water  was  low.  It  had  fallen  as 
rapidly  after  the  storm  as  it  had  risen,  and 
rippled  smoothly  over  its  shallow  bed  of  sand 
and  gravel.  He  followed  its  course  round 
the  bend  behind  the  ruined  farmstead  ;  a 
rotting  beam  had  fallen  from  one  of  the  out- 
houses into  the  water,  and  flattened  against 
it  was  a  piece  of  sodden  white  paper. 

He  did  not  require  to  examine  it ;  he  knew 
what  it  was.  Leopoldina,  who  was  watching 
his  every  movement,  uttered  a  frightened 
exclamation. 

"No,"  he  said  shortly,  glancing  up  and 
down  the  stream.  There  wasn't  a  pool  deep 
enough  to  drown  a  kitten. 

He  turned  back  towards  the  ruins,  and 
although  Leopoldina  declared  she  had  already 
been  through  them  all  before,  he  commenced 
a  systematic  search  of  every  hole  and  corner, 
making  her  begin  at  one  point  while  he  started 


WITH  THE   MERRY  AUSTRIANS    277 

from  another.  His  heart  misgave  him  as  he 
groped  his  way  in  the  semi-twilight ;  no  child 
would  ever  hide  for  the  best  part  of  an  hour 
in  such  an  eerie,  deserted  place.  Most  of 
the  sheds  were  roofless,  only  the  cow  house, 
which  after  the  Tyrolean  custom  burrowed 
down  dark  and  cavernous  below  the  level 
of  the  ground,  remained  intact.  The  door 
had  fallen  inwards,  and  the  entrance  stood 
wide  open.  From  an  iron  grating  a  feeble 
gleam  of  light  showed  that  the  place  was 
divided  into  two  parts  and  that  the  inner  part 
was  shut  off  by  a  rough  wooden  partition. 

As  he  grew  accustomed  to  the  gloom  he 
could  distinguish  objects  looming  out  of  the 
shadows,  and  on  the  earthen  floor  he  saw 
marks  among  the  litter  of  leaves  and  dried 
fern  which  showed  that  the  ground  had  been 
recently  disturbed.  Something  bright  caught 
his  eye.  He  stooped  down  and  picked  up  a 
small  object  which  sparkled  in  his  hand  as  he 
turned  it  over. 

It  was  a  little  heart-shaped  trinket.  It  was 
quite  familiar  to  him,  for  he  had  noticed  it 
often  hanging  from  a  bangle  on  Vilma  Seybell's 
wrist.  He  was  on  the  brink  of  discovery. 
From  under  the  inner  door  something  white 
protruded.     Even    in   the    dim    light    it   was 
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recognisable :   the   crushed   brim  of   a  child's 
hat. 

He  raised  the  door  and  pressed  it  inv/ardss 
His  foot  touched  something  soft,  and  he  feit 
the  cold  sweat  break  out  on  his  forehead,  and 
that  hideous  fear  took  tangible  form.  It  lay 
there ;  a  little  white  heap.  Horribly  still  ; 
horribly  limp.  He  knelt  down,  and  gathering 
it  into  his  arms  stumbled  out  into  the  daylight. 


r»    *i.,-:l 


CHAPTER  XXIII 

It  was  good  to  be  back  at  the  old  Schloss 
again.  It  felt  like  home,  thought  Rose,  as 
she  ran  lightly  up  the  old  stone  staircase. 

Conscience  smote  her  just  a  little  ;  she  ought 
not  to  be  so  light  of  foot  and  so  light  of  heart. 
Rudolf  and  his  impassioned  declaration  and 
his  love  and  despair  ought  still  to  be  fresh  in 
her  memory  ;  but  it  seemed  as  though  yesterday 
had  suddenly  sunk  far  into  the  background. 
Her  horizon  had  narrowed  down  to  one  point. 
The  present  was  real  and  vital  and  immediate. 

The  Schloss  felt  very  quiet  and  hot  and  air- 
less. She  wondered  why  Benjie  had  not  ru5>!.ed 
out  from  some  hiding-place  to  surprise  lier. 
She  was  later  than  she  expected.  Perhaps 
Leopoldina  had  concluded  that  she  was  not 
coming  back  by  the  train  she  had  intended 
and  taken  him  off  to  bed  ;  but  he  certainly 
would  not  be  asleep.  She  walked  softly,  and 
opened  the  door  of  the  nursery  very  gently. 
The  room  was  empty,  and  it  looked  painfully 
bare  and  tidy.     No  little  gan.-ents  scattered 
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about,  no  splashings  of  bath  water  on  th( 
wooden  boards,  and  the  coverlet  on  the  be( 
in  the  corner  had  not  been  turned  down  fo 
the  night. 

The  atmosphere  was  h'ke  an  oven.  Sh( 
threw  open  the  Venetian  shutters,  and  wen 
out  on  to  the  balcony.  There  was  no  one 
to  be  seen  in  the  garden  below,  for  it  waj 
the  supper  hour,  but  that  did  not  account  '"01 
Leopoldina's  absence  ;  Benjie  always  haa  nis 
bread  and  milk  in  the  nursery. 

She  stood  by  the  balustrade  and  drummed 
her  fingers  impatiently  on  the  wooden  rail, 
uncertain  whether  to  go  downstairs  again  01 
not.  The  door  from  the  balcony  into  the 
corridor  was  a  little  ajar,  and  her  ears  were 
on  the  alert  to  catch  every  sound.  Some  one 
was  coming  up  the  stairs,  and  it  was  not 
Leopoldina.  It  was  a  man's  footstep,  and 
the  colour  flushed  up  into  her  cheeks.  She 
moved  nearer  to  the  door,  and  stood  behind 
it,  listening.  She  thought  she  knew  what 
had  happened.  Myles  had  kept  his  promise. 
He  had  taken  Benjie  out  with  him  and  was 
bringing  him  back. 

The  steps  drew  nearer.  She  had  no  doubts 
now  as  to  who  it  was,  only  the  silence  puzzled 
her.     There  was  no  sound  of  childish  chatter. 
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and  no  scamper  of  little  feet.  She  -  ened  the 
door  wide.  Y.is,  it  was  Myles  coming  towards 
her,  and  he  was  carrying  Benjie  in  his  arms. 

There  was  nothing  unnatural  in  the  child's 
appearance;  he  looked  as  though  he  were 
asleep,  h'^  ad  pillow-  in  the  hollow  of  the 
arm  which  held  him.  ^'/.i'.  it  was  the  expression 
in  Myles's  eyes  which  struck  fear  to  her  heart. 
She  was  at  his  side  in  a  moment. 
"  What  is  the  matter  ?  What  have  you  done 
to  him?"  She  held  out  her  arms.  "Give 
him  to  me." 

He  walked  on  into  the  nursery,  and  laid  his 
burden  gently  down  on  the  bed.  Then  he 
drew  himself  up,  and  said  in  a  dull,  mechanical 
voice,  as  though  he  had  rehearsed  the  words 
beforeh;     \: 

"  It  is  ^  faint.     He  got  a  fright." 
There  was  the  sound  of  hurrying  footsteps ; 
it  was  Leopoldina  running  along  the  corridor. 

••  Don't  blame  the  girl,"  he  said  quickly.     "  It 
was  my  fault— I  lost  him." 

For  a  moment   Rose   stared  at   him   with 
dazed  eyes, 
"Lost  him.?" 

Leopoldina  burst  into  the  room. 
"  It  was  my  fault,"  repeated  Myles.     "  Don't 
bl  me  her." 
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Her  glance  swept  him  from  head  to  foot. 
Then  without  a  word  she  turned  and  bent  over 
the  bed. 

Myles  took  a  step  forward. 

"  How  can  I  help  ?  Tell  me  what  I  can  do," 
he  asked. 

She  did  not  answer ;  she  was  kneeling  by  the 
bedside,  quickly  unfastening  the  child's  clothes, 
feeling  his  heart,  passing  her  hands  over  each 
limb.  To  Leopoldina,  who  stood  by  shaking 
with  fright  and  excitement,  she  issued  sharp, 
curt  orders,  checking  with  a  peremptory  gesture 
all  attempts  at  explanation. 

Cold  water!  Brandy!  The  smelling  salts 
from  her  room !  The  doors  and  windows 
opened  wider;  every  thought  and  sense  was 
concentrated  on  one  object.  She  did  not 
look  round  to  see  who  obeyed  her.  She  did 
not  know  who  it  was  who  fetched  the  brandy 
or  who  took  the  spoon  from  Leopoldina's 
trembling  fingers  and  measured  the  drops 
into  It. 

Myles  saw  the  first  quiver  of  the  closed  eye- 
lids as  soon  as  she  did  :  saw  the  tightly-shut 
mouth  relax,  and  a  gasping  sob  shake  the  little 
body  convulsively.  He  saw  her  draw  the  child 
into  her  arms,  cradling  the  curly  head  against 
her  bosom  as  she  murmured  tender,  caressing 
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words  and  smiled  down  into  the  widely  opened 
eyes,  which  stared  up  at  her  with  a  lurking 
terror  in  their  blue  depths. 

It  was  time  for  him  to  go.  There  was 
nothing  more  he  could  do,  and  she  would  hate 
the  sight  of  him  when  she  came  back  to  a 
knowledge  of  her  surroundings. 

He  left  the  room  noiselessly  and -went  down- 
stairs and  out  into  the  garden.  He  knew  to 
which  side  her  windows  looked,  and  he  made 
his  way  to  the  terrace  below  them.  Pitiful 
sounds  reached  him  from  the  room  above,  A 
little  child's  voice,  now  raised  in  shrill  tones 
of  fear,  now  dying  away  again  into  a  sobbing 
wail ;  and  ever  answering,  soothing,  caressing, 
the  soft  murmur  of  another  voice. 

He  could  not  bear  it.  He  walked  to  the 
end  of  the  terrace  and  stood  there,  his  face 
upturned  to  the  fading  light,  and  a  fury  of 
anger  raging  within  him. 

Vilma's  parting  words  rang  in  his  ears. 

"  The  damned  devilishness  of  the  woman !  " 
he  muttered  fiercely  through  his  teeth. 

She  had  done  this  thing.  Deliberately. 
Tricked  him  into  this  trap  where  he  was  bound 
hand  and  foot.  To  clear  himself  he  could 
never  accuse  Vilma  of  this  horrible  piece  of 
cold-blooded  cruelty  ;  he  knew  that  he  would 
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have  to  take  on  himself  the  consequences  1 
her  deed. 

Why  had  she  done  it  ? 

Her  face,  staring  at  him  from  the  dark  arc! 
way  outside  the  chapel  door  suddenly  flashe 
up  before  him.  A  dull  red  rose  to  his  bro' 
when  he  asked  himself  again  why  she  had  don 
this  thing  .•* 

He  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket  and  drew  oi 

the  little  trinket   he  had  found  lying  on  th 

floor  of  the  cow-shed.     A  fragment  of  goh 

chain   hung   from   it,    and   the   last    link   wa 

strained   open  where   it   had   been   wrenchec 

from  the  bangle  on  Vilma's  wrist.     There  hac 

been  a  struggle,  and  the  child  had  clung  to  her 

She  had   torn   herself  free  and   shut  him  ir 

behind  that  heavy  door.     He   put  the   thing 

back  out  of  sight :  it  sickened  him.     How  long 

had  the  poor  little  tortured  brain  struggled  with 

the  terrors  of  darkness  before  unconsciousness 

overpowered   it.?     He   wondered   what  effect 

a  shock  like  that  might  have  on  an  excitable 

child. 

He  went  back  to  the  window  and  looked  up. 
A  light  had  been  lit  and  the  child  was  quiet 
for  the  moment,  but  he  heard  the  hushed  sound 
of  voices.  One  of  them  was  Grafin  Rentier's, 
and  he  recognised  the  other  as  Leopoldina's. 
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It  would  all  come  out  now.  Everything 
was  against  him.  Leopoldina  had  not  been 
with  him  when  he  found  Benjie ;  she  could 
in  no  way  connect  Vilma  Seybell  with  the 
child's  disappearance. 

He  stood  listening.  In  that  room  above, 
the  woman  he  loved  was  being  told  the  story 
of  how  he  had  kept  his  trust  to  her.  She  had 
trusted  him.  She  would  not  have  gone  to 
Cortina  if  she  had  not  trusted  him  ;  and  she 
had  trusted  him  for  this !  He  groaned  in  spirit. 
The  ghastly  mockery  of  it  all !  As  he  listened, 
he  felt  like  a  man  being  put  in  his  coffin  alive, 
and  not  able  to  move  a  finger  to  prevent  the 
lid  from  being  screwed  down. 

He  began  to  walk  up  and  down  again, 
pausing  every  time  he  passed  beneath  the 
lighted  window,  until  darkness  fell  and  the 
stars  came  out.  The  garden  was  very  quiet ; 
a  hot,  sultry  gloom  hung  over  the  old  Schloss. 
When  he  came  to  the  end  of  one  of  his 
measured  beats  and  saw  a  white  figure  cross 
the  pathway  in  front  of  him  he  was  about  to 
wheel  round  to  avoid  it  when  he  recognised 
Grafin  Rentier,  He  wavered  for  a  moment, 
and  then  followed,  overtaking  her  as  she  came 
into  the  circle  of  light  shining  from  the 
windows  of  the  Lese  Saal. 
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**Ach!  but  it  is  — it  is  Herr  Egerton, 
exclaimed  Ilka.  "  You  jump  so  quick  out  c 
the  darkness — you  frightened  me." 

"  I'm  sorry,"  he  said,  and  then  stood  looking 
at  her,  a  world  of  question,  entreaty,  almos 
fear  in  his  eyes. 

Ilka  returned  the  look,  but  her  glance  wai 
alert,  keen,  and  penetrating.  He  telt  that  she 
was  reaching  him  like  a  book,  and  that  sh( 
guessed  the  secret  of  his  love. 

He  did  not  resent  the  scrutiny  of  those  brighi 
eyes.  Something  told  him  that  she  was  his 
friend.  He  knew  it,  and  felt  it  instinctively 
The  paralysing  sensation  of  helplessness  slipped 
from  him  ;  he  was  himself  again,  ready  to  face 
whatever  lay  before  him. 

"  What  am  I  to  do  ?  "  he  said  simply. 
She  motioned  him  to  follow  her  out  of  ear- 
shot of  the  window. 

"  I  would  speak  with  you,  because  there  are 
some  things  I  do  not  understand."     She  tapped 
her  head  significantly.     "  He  did  not  fall  over 
a  precipice  }  " 
"  No." 

"  There  has  not  been  a  blow  here  ?  "  Again 
she  touched  her  head. 

"  I  don't  think  so.  I  examined  him  carefully. 
It— seemed  to  be  a  faint  from— from  fright." 
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so,  that   is    possible.     The    rirl.   1 


us 


tells 


she  leave  the  little 


with 


nurse, 

you,  and   he  lose   himself  and   you  find  him. 

It  is  a  strange  story  which  she  tells.     Is   it 

true?" 

"  What  else  did  she  tell  you  ? " 
In  a  few  quick  sentences  Ilka  gave  him 
Leopold'na's  version  of  what  had  happened. 
It  was  all  quite  correct,  but  there  was  no 
mention  of  Vilma.  Leopoldina  had  not  con- 
nected the  young  Baronin  with  the  child's 
disappearance. 

Myles  was  conscious  of  a  feeling  of  relief 
mixed  with  bitterness.  There  would  be  no 
complications  to  explain. 

"What  she  says  is  quite  true;  she  is  not 
to  blame.  I  told  Mrs  Trevor  so.  It  happened 
through  my — carelessness." 

Ilka  glanced  at  him  quickly  and  then  looked 
down  and  tapped  the  ground  with  her  foot. 
Her  brows  were  drawn  to^^ther ;  her  pretty 
mouth  pursed  tightly.  Sh^  jot  another  look 
up  at  him  from  under  her  lasnes.  There  was 
in  it  an  immense  depth  of  comprehension. 

"  There  is  a  mystery.  Oh  yes,  but  of  course 
I  understand.  Your  mouth  is  shut — locked 
tight.  You  allow  Frau  Trevor  to  think  that 
you  are  a  monster  of  cruelty,  and  you  do 
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for  the  sake  of— a  point  of  honour."  She 
shrugged  her  shoulders.  "But  you  do  not 
deceive  me.     Oh  no,  not  at  all." 

He  looked  away  from  her. 

"Don't  bother  about  me.  Other  things 
matter  more."  His  eyes  came  back  to  her  face. 
"  Tell  me  how  to  help.  I'm  outside,  you  see, 
and  it's  rather  awful.  You've  been  with  Mrs 
Trevor.  What  do  you  think?  Is  the  child 
really  ill?  Is  she  frightened  about  him? 
Would  she  like  a  doctor?  Is  there  anything 
wanted  ?     Give  me  something  to  do." 

Ilka's  heart  softened  to  him.  He  pleaded 
very  humbly,  and  her  quick  wits  told  her  that 
she  would  not  surprise  him  into  admitting  any- 
thing that  he  did  not  wish  to  admit.  It  was 
the  Englishman's  intention  to   keep  his  own 

council. 

"The  little  one  is  in  much  fever.  He  is 
Laming,  and  he  will  never  sleep  in  such  a  state. 
He  only  becomes  stupid,  ana  then  cries  with 
some  great  fear,  and  then  again  becomes  stupid. 
I  have  but  this  moment  returned  from  speak- 
ing with  the  proprietor  of  the  hotel  to  ask  him 
if  a  messenger  can  be  sent  to  the  town  to  pro- 
cure something  from  the  Apotkeke.  He  makes 
difficulties,  for,  of  course,  a  special  messenger 
is  great  expense.     The  little  one  is  in  such 
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fever  that  he  cannot  sleep,  and  we  have  nothing 
to  make  him  sleep ;  and  that  room  where  he 
lies?  Mein  Gott !  it  is  like  the  Inferno.  He 
cannot  breathe.     He  will  die  in  such  heat." 

"  Can't  he  be  moved  into  a  cooler  room  ? " 
said  Myles. 

Ilka  threw  out  her  hands. 

"When  one  is  not  rich,  one  cannot  com- 
mand the  best  rooms." 

Myles  had  taken  a  note-book  fron:  his 
pocket  while  she  was  speaking.  He  tore  out  a 
leaf  and  gave  it  to  her,  with  a  pencil. 

"  Write  down  what  you  want,"  he  said,  "  and 
I  will  see  that  the  things  are  sent  for." 

Ilka  balanced  the  pencil  between  her  fingers  ; 
she  was  a  very  practical  person. 

"The  proprietor?  He  may  give  Frau 
Trevor  much  expense." 

"Frau  Trevor  is  n*-  to  know  anything 
about  it." 

Myles  looked  straight  into  Ilka's  eyes  and 
his  own  expressed  a  good  deal. 

"You  will  be  my  friend,  won't  you?  You 
must  know  how  I  feel.  I  can't  help  her  by 
myself,  she  would  not  let  me,  but  I  can  through 
you.  If  she  asks  any  questions,  you  can — well, 
you  can  make  it  seem  all  right,  can't  you — 
without  bringing  me  in?" 


n 


ago     WITH  THE  MERRY  AUSTRIANS 

I  Ilea's  eyes  sparkled. 

•'  We  conspire  together  ?  A  little  intrigue 
I  understand,"  and  she  begar*  tc  scribbli 
hastily  on  the  page  of  the  note-book. 

"About  the  rooms,"  continued  Myles 
'•  There  are  some  big  airy  ones  empty  down 
stairs  that  op*  n  on  to  the  verandah." 

"My  friend,"  said  Ilka,  looking  up,  "yoi 
are  not  modest.  These  rooms  are  the  bes 
in  the  hotel.  They  are  let  en  suite,  and 
believe  are  reserved  for  some  distinguishe 
personage.  The  proprietor  will  assuredly  sa 
no!" 

"He  has  his  price,  I  suppose?" 

"All  such  people  have.  But  it  wi'.l  b 
colossal ! " 

"  I  think  he  will  see  the  necessity  of  givin 
us  the  rooms,"  answered  Myles  quietly.  "An 
that  list.'*  You've  finished  it.  If  you  give  it  m 
I  will  arrange  for  the  things  you  want  to  b 
sent  for." 

Ilka  folded  the  paper  into  a  narrow  slip. 
"You  know  how  to  be  a  good  friend,"  sh 
said,  as  she  gave  it  to  him.  "  But — you  d 
not  tell  much.  I  believe  you  have  bee 
walking  up  and  down  in  the  dark  all  alor 
and  calling  yourself  damn,  damn,  damn, 
great  many  times.     Is  not  that  so?" 
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"  Something  like  it." 

••  It  has  doubtless  refreshed  you  to  say  such 
words.  Do  you  know,"  she  added,  patting 
the  bosom  of  her  dress,  "that  a  little  voice 
here  tells  me  that  you  are  to  be  trusted? 
There  is  a  mystery.  You  do  not  deceive 
me~oh  no,  not  at  all.  Bl'  I  know  that 
you  are  to  be  trusted  altogether." 

Myles  was  not  a  demonstrative  man.  He 
only  took  her  hand  and  wrung  it  hard. 

"Thank  you,"  he  said. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV 


Frau  Wolff  was  to  all  appearances  a  tact- 
less, inquisitive  old  busybody ;  but  she  also 
possessed  a  secretive  cunning,  a  jackdawish 
propensity  for  hoarding  information,  which 
she  hugged  jealously  to  herself  until  the 
moment  came  when  she  chose  to  disclose  it. 

During  the  days  which  followed  the  depar- 
ture of  the  Seybells  and  the  return  of  Grafin 
Rentier  and  Mrs  Trevor  from  Cortina,  her 
opera  glasses  and  her  questioning  tongue  had 
been  very  busy,  and  she  learnt  all  there  was 
to  learn  of  the  gossip  in  the  hotel  concerning 
the  accident  to  the  little  English  boy. 

That  it  had  been  an  accident  she  found 
was  an  accepted  fact.  She  picked  the  brains 
of  every  one  who  allowed  their  brains  to  be 
picked,  but  did  not  volunteer  any  information 
on  her  own  account. 

The  whole  of  that  week  she  found  very 
interesting.  The  little  English  boy  had  been 
really  ill,  and  Frau  Trevor  must  be  much  richer 
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than  was  supposed,  because  every  luxury  of 
which  the  hotel  could  boast  seemed  to  be  at 
her  disposal.  She  now  occupied  the  most 
expensive  suite  of  rooms  on  the  ground  floor, 
opening  on  to  a  private  part  of  the  verandah, 
and  a  special  messenger  went  daily  to  the 
nearest  town  and  returned  with  mysterious 
packages  which  Fiau  Wolff  knew  found  their 
way  to  these  rooms.  She  had  tried  question- 
ing the  hotel  proprietor  about  them,  but  had 
found  him  very  stupid. 

One  eveninjj  a  travelling  carriage  had 
arrived  at  the  Schloss  and  Frau  Wolff  had 
caught  a  glimpse  of  its  occupant  as  he  had 
alighted.  She  had  recognised  him  instantly. 
It  was  not  for  nothing  that  she  studied  the 
photographs  of  the  celebrities  of  the  day.  He 
was  one  of  the  great  doctors  in  Vienna,  the 
well-known  brain  specialist,  and  it  was  evident 
that  he  had  worked  a  miracle,  for  only  two 
or  three  days  after  his  visit  she  saw  the  little 
invalid  lying  on  a  courh  on  the  verandah. 

During  that  week  Frau  Wolff  had  paid 
several  visits  to  the  old  ruins  at  the  farm. 
What  she  expected  to  find  there  she  would 
have  been  at  a  loss  to  explain,  but  a  voice 
seemed  continually  to  call  her  to  the  spot,  and 
y  last  day  of  that  week  she  determined  to 
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make  one  more  visit  to  the  place.  The  Kur 
was  finished,  and  her  time  at  Waldhof  had 
come  to  an  end ;  she  was  leaving  the  Schloss 
the  next  morning. 

She  started  earlier  than  usual  for  her  con- 
stitutional that  afternoon,  and  as  she  passed 
through  the  garden  the  sound  of  children's 
voict  i  came  to  her  from  the  direction  of  Frau 
Trevor's  rooms.  The  little  boy  must  certainly 
be  much  better,  for  the  son  of  the  Frau  Haupt- 
man  was  play'ng  with  him  on  the  verandah. 
She  caught  a  glimpse  ihrough  the  creepers  of 
Franz's  fat  legs  as  he  wheeled  the  smaller  child 
up  and  down  in  a  little  carriage.  That  little 
carriage  was  a  new  and  most  extravagant  toy. 
She  had  seen  it  being  taken  across  the  court- 
yard only  the  day  before  by  one  of  the  hotel 
servants;  Frau  Trevor  must  indeed  be  rich. 


Half  an  hour  later  Rudolf  Scholan,  riding 
through  the  forest  on  his  way  back  to  Waldhof 
after  a  week's  absence,  drew  rein  as  he  came 
in  sight  of  the  old  Schloss.  He  had  been  in 
the  saddle  since  daybreak.  The  manoeuvres 
had  practically  come  to  an  end  that  morning, 
and  during  the  last  week,  officers  and  men 
had  been  worked  hard.  He  had  ridden  on 
in  advance  of  the  General  and  his  staff.     His 
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horse  was  tired,  and  he  was  tired  himself: 
tired  and  depressed  and  out  of  tune  with 
everything. 

In  ordinary  ci—umstances  he  would  not 
have  minded  the  nard  work,  and  would  not 
have  cared  whether  his  duty  had  kept  him  at 
VValdhof  or  taken  him  further  afield  ;  but  it 
happened  that  everything  he  cared  for  just 
then  centred  round  Waldhof.  He  had  never 
found  a  week  so  long  or  soldiering  so  irksome. 

He  allowed  the  reins  to  drop  on  his  horse's 
neck,  arid  looked  ahead.  The  grey  towers  of 
Schloss  Waldhof  basking  in  the  brilliant  sun- 
shine mocked  him  ;  his  love  was  there,  but 
she  was  as  far  away  from  him  as  though  she 
inhabited  another  world.  He  had  heard  the 
gossip  abou  the  accident  and  knew  that  she 
shut  herself  up  in  her  own  rooms  and  devoted 
herself  to  the  child  and  did  not  see  any  one. 
He  wondered  if  she  would  allow  him  to  say 
good-bye  to  her.  A  last  good-bye,  for  the 
camp  broke  up  the  following  day. 

He  touched  his  tired  horse  lightly  with  his 
spur  as  a  reminder  to  move  on.  In  front  lay 
the  stream,  and  jutting  into  it  at  that  particular 
spot  were  the  ruins  of  the  old  farm.  There 
was  a  bridge  by  which  he  could  have  crossed 
to  the  other  side  higher  up,  but  he  put  his 
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horse  at  the  water  and  splashed  through.  As 
the  animal  scrambled  up  the  bank  on  the 
further  side  he  saw  a  figure  emerging  from 
the  doorway  of  one  of  the  outhouses.  It  was 
Frau  Wolff.  He  glanced  c^t  her  with  careless 
contempt  and  was  riding  on  when  something 
in  her  appearance  struck  him  as  peculiar.  She 
had  evidently  been  taken  by  surprise  and  had 
a  furtive  look  as  though  she  had  been  caught 
in  the  act  of  doing  something  which  she  ought 
not  to  have  been  doing.  Cobwebs  were 
smeared  over  her  dress  and  over  the  tulle 
trimmings  of  her  hat :  she  was  very  hot,  and 
looked  as  if  she  had  been  crawling  about  on 
her  hands  and  knees  in  the  dust. 

Frau  Wolff  was  more  than  surprised.  The 
young  Baron  coming  upon  her  so  unexpectedly 
had  given  her  a  fright.  She  had  been  holding 
up  something  in  her  hand  which  glittered  ;  she 
hastily  tried  to  hide  it,  but  only  succeeded  in 
drawing  attention  to  her  action. 

Her  face  went  a  dull  red  as  she  saw  Rudolfs 
expression  change  from  contempt  to  one  of 
frank  suspicion.  He  did  not  take  the  trouble 
to  hide  what  he  thought,  and  she  hated  the 
young  aristocrat  at  that  moment :  hated  him 
with  the  sullen,  smouldering  hatred  of  race 
bitterness.     He   was  aristocrat,   and  he  made 


in 
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her  feel  it.     She  was  a  contemptible  creature 
in  his  sight. 

Rudolf  had  checked  his  horse.  He  sat  quite 
still  and  watched  her;  his  eyes,  sharp  and 
questioning,  going  from  her  face  to  the  object 
she  was  holding  in  her  hand.  It  was  a  gold 
bangle,  and  it  belonged  to  Vilma  Seybell.  He 
had  reason  to  know  that,  for  he  had  given  it 
to  her  himself  during  the  brief  period  when  she 
had  caught  his  fancy. 

Frau  Wolffs  dull  skin  took  on  a  deeper 
glow.  The  look  of  suspicion  on  the  young 
soldier's  face  roused  in  her  a  fury  of  resentment. 
She  shook  the  bangle  above  her  head,  and  the 
torrent  of  her  wrath  descended  on  him  like 
the  bursting  of  a  cyclone.  Quick-witted  as  he 
was,  he  failed  to  grasp  the  meaning  of  what 
she  was  talking  about.  It  sounded  like  a 
violent  denunciation  of  the  whole  social  circle 
of  Schloss  Waldhof.  She  scoffed  derisively  as 
she  held  them  up  to  ridicule.  They  despised 
her,  these  aristocrats  ?  But  it  was  she— she, 
Frau  Wolff,  alone  who  had  found  out  a  mystery 
which  had  taken  place  in  their  midst.  She 
held  the  key  to  a  secret  which  placed  the 
reputation  of  one  of  the  haughtiest  of  their  set 
at  her  mercy. 

Rudolf's  blue  eyes  narrowed  and  he  bent  a 
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little  forward  in  his  saddle.  What  did  the 
woman  mean?  She  stood  before  him  waving 
her  arms  and  gesticulating  like  a  creature  - 
possessed.  It  was  the  supreme  moment  of 
her  life.  For  once  she  had  risen  above  the 
narrowness  of  her  circumstances;  she  com- 
pelled attention  :  she  revelled  in  the  glory  of 

her  triumph. 

With  a  lucidity  which  was  as  remarkable  as 
had  been  the  incohere  3  of  her  first  attack, 
her  story  narrowed,  centred,  condensed  round 
three  people.  The  Englishman  and  Frau 
Trevor  and  the  young  Baronin  Seybell.  Then 
the  light  burst  upon  Rudolf,  for  she  spared  him 
nothing.  He  could  not  silence  her.  He  was 
forced  to  listen  to  the  story  of  Vilma's  love  and 
jealousy  and  hatred. 

And    it    meant   what?      That    it   was    the 
Englishman  who  was  his  rival. 

His  heart  seemed  to  give  a  great  bound  and 
jump  back  into  its  proper  place.  He  sat  more 
erect  in  his  saddle,  and  the  hand  resting  on 
the  hilt  of  his  sword  tightened  its  grip.  The 
fighting  instinct  stirred  in  his  hot  young  blood. 
Frau  Wolff's  voice  rose  in  a  crescendo 
scream  as  she  went  on  to  describe  Vilma's 
pitiless  cruelty  of  revenge. 

"With    my    own    eyes    I    witnessed    how 


how 
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the  Baronin  Seybell  revenged  herself."  She 
pointed  backwards  to  the  dark  shed  from  which 
she  had  just  emerged  and  then  to  the  bank 
where  she  had  sat  and  watched  and  spied  and 
listened,  and  shook  the  bangle  again  above  her 
head,  as  with  shrill  emphasis  she  described  the 
scene  for  Rudolph's  further  enlightenment. 

The   finding   of  that   bangle    had    put   the 
crowning  touch  to  her  triumph.     It  convicted 
Vilma  without   a   doubt.     It  had  been  found 
on  the  floor  of  the  old  cow-shed  among  the 
litter  and  rubbish,  and  it  had  been  torn  from 
Vilma's  wrist  in  her  struggle  with  the  child  when 
she  had  shut  him  in  behind  that  great  heavy 
door.     And  all  Waldhof  thought  that  the  illness 
of  Frau  Trevor's  little  boy  was  the  result  of  an 
accident,  and  that  it  was  the  Englishman  who 
was  to  blame  ior  the  accident.    Why  ?    Because 
the  Englishman  would  not  speak!     He  knew 
what  the  Baronin  Seybell  had  done.    He  knew 
that  all  Waldhof  and  Frau  Trevor  believed  that 
it  was  his  fault,  but  he  would  not  speak;  he 
would  not  clear  himself.     He  would  not  betray 
the  Baronin  Seybell. 

Frau  Wolff  laughed  scornfully.  How  clever 
the  Baronin  Seybell  had  been !  How  she  had 
fooled  the  Englishman!  Fooled  him  with  a 
few  smiling  words :  lured  him  from  the  spot  and 
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carried  him  away  with  her  from  Waldhof,  so  the 
he  was  compromised  utterly.  Had  not  Fra 
Wolff  heard  her  tell  the  Englishman  that  th 
child  was  safe,  that  he  had  been  taken  back  t 
the  Schloss  by  his  nurse,  and  all  the  time  h 
was  shut  in  behind  that  great  heavy  door 
Ah  yes,  the  young  Baronin  was  clever.  Sh 
had  determined  to  have  her  revenge,  and  sh 
had  gained  it. 

Rudolf  held  up  hib  hand  with  a  gesture  c 
command.  He  did  not  doubt  Frau  Wolff 
story,  it  was  too  circumstantial  for  doubt.  H 
had  no  respect  for  Vilma,  and  no  sentimer 
regarding  her.  Her  conduct  had  been  in 
famous,  but  she  was  of  his  own  race,  and  fc 
the  sake  of  the  name  she  bore  he  could  nc 
leave  her  reputation  at  the  mercy  of  thi 
woman's  scurrilous  tongue. 

With  a  quick  movement  he  brought  his  hors 
up  in  front  of  Frau  Wolff.  The  action  dis 
concerted  her,  and  she  lurched  heavily  back 
wards.  He  bent  from  the  saddle,  and  befor 
she  realised  what  he  was  going  to  do,  h 
had  taken  the  bangle  out  of  her  hand.  "  1 
is  the  Baronin  Seybell's,"  he  said.  "I  wi 
give  it  back  to  her."  He  gave  a  jerk  to  th 
reins,  and  putting  his  horse  into  a  "^arp  trc 
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was  half-way  across  the  meadow  by  the  time 
she  had  recovered  herself. 

He  paid  no  attention  to  the  language  which 
followed  him.  Frau  Wolffs  story  would  lose 
its  point  now  that  she  had  no  proof  to  show 
of  its  veracity,  and  he  put  the  bangle  in  his 
pocket.  He  did  not  know  what  he  intended 
to  do  with  it,  but  it  was  quite  impossible  that 
it  should  remain  in  the  possession  of  Frau 
Wolff. 

As  he  rode  on  across  the  meadow,  he  was 
thinking  much  more  of  Myles  E^  s  his 

rival  in  love  than  he  was  of  Vilma  b.  /bell. 
He  was  prickling  all  over  with  excitement ; 
he  thirsted  to  do  something  actively  hostile. 
He  would  like  to  call  out  the  Englishman 
that  minute  and  fight  him.  How  was  it  that 
he  had  never  guessed  that  he  was  his  rival  ? 
It  was  in  such  a  state  of  mind  that  he  rode 
into  the  stableyard.  Duty,  in  the  shape  of 
a  mounted  orderly,  who  was  unfastening  a 
heavy  mail-bag  from  his  saddle,  met  him  at 
the  entrance.  He  answered  the  man's  salute, 
and  swung  himself  stiffly  off  his  horse.  The 
half  of  his  day's  \/ork  still  lay  before  him,  and 
thoughts  of  calling  out  his  rival  must  wait. 

During  the  remainder  of  the  afternoon  he 
waj,  kept  too  busy  to  have  time  to  think  of 
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the  extraordinary  story   he  had    heard   fr 
Frau  Wolff.     It   was   close  upon   six  o'clc 
before    he  found   himself  free,   and  then 
realised  that  he  was  very  hungry,  for  he  1: 
not  touched  food  since  early  morning. 

He  went  over  to  the  restaurant  and  ordei 
supper  and  something  to  drink  at  once.  Ma 
welcomed  him  with  a  beaming  smile,  and  hurri 
away  to  give  the  order,  and  was  quickly  ba 
again  with  a  foaming  glass  of  beer,  which 
drained  off  at  one  draught  and  held  out  to 
refilled. 

Schloss  Waldhof  was  famed  for  its  be^ 
and  in  the  hottest  weather  it  was  always 
a  delicious  coolness.  It  was  kept  in  sm 
pme  barrels,  which  were  sunk  in  the  old  w 
in  the  garden  during  the  heat  of  the  day.  a: 
brought  up  to  be  broached  just  before  ti 
supper  hour. 

Rudolf  raised  the  second  glass  to  his  lips,  ai 
smiled  at  Marie  over  the  rim.  Marie  kne 
that  she  was  being  admired.  All  the  servan 
adored  Rudolf,  and  she  chattered  to  him  ; 
she  arranged  the  dishes  on  the  table,  gratifie 
that  It  had  fallen  to  her  turn  to  wait  upon  hirr 

The  Saal  was  empty,  at  least  so  Rude 
thought,  for  the  hour  was  yet  early.  He  hs 
half  dramed  his  second  glass  when  his  eye 
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happening  to  stray  beyond  Marie's  plump 
figure,  became  fixed,  and  the  smile  vanished 
from  his  face. 

"  Sacrament !  "  he  muttered. 

The  room  was  not  empty.  A  solitary  figure 
was  seated  in  the  alcove  by  the  window  at  the 
far  end.  It  was  the  Englishman.  He  had 
changed  his  position  during  the  last  minute, 
and  come  prominently  into  notice. 

Marie  just  then  placed  a  dish  on  the  table, 
and  took  off  the  cover. 

Calfs  head  stewed  in  mushrooms.  An 
excellent  supper,  and  Rudolf  was  very  hungry. 
He  bent  over  his  plate  and  picked  up  his  knife 
and  fork. 

Love  and  jealousy  were  raging  within  him. 
He  was  thirsting  for  a  fight ;  but  it  was 
necessary  to  eat,  and  while  he  was  eating 
he  would  think  of  what  he  was  going  to  do 
about  his  rival.  Apparently  engrossed  in 
chopping  up  a  plate  of  salad,  he  shot  quick 
glances  across  the  room,  and  something  in 
the  attitude  of  the  quiet  figure  sitting  by  the 
window  made  him  feel  strangely  unappreciative 
of  the  good  fare  in  front  of  him. 

He  ate  mechanically.  He  caught  himself 
more  than  once  staring  at  a  mouthful  on  the 
end  of  his  fork,  and  then  putting  it  down  again 
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untasted.  He  began  to  wonder  how  Ion] 
the  Englishman  had  been  sitting  there.  H 
sat  so  very  quiet,  and  he  was  neither  eatin; 
nor  drinking,  and  paid  no  attention  to  hi 
surroundings. 

Rudolf  moved  uncomfortably.  He  hai 
always  liked  the  Englishman,  and  it  was  onl 
that  afternoon  that  he  had  discovered  that  h 
was  his  rival.  The  grudge  he  bore  was  no 
of  long  standing. 

The  next  time  he  glanced  across  the  roor 
that  motionless  figure  in  some  way  seemed  t^ 
reproach  him.  The  man  looked  ill,  and  th 
angularity  of  his  tall  figure  was  very  noticeable 
His  features  seemed  to  have  sharpened ;  h 
had  not  looked  like  that  a  week  ago. 

Rudolf  beckoned  to  Marie  and  told  her  v 
.  bring  him  a  cup  of  strong  black  coffee  and  ; 
small  cognac,  and  he  waved  aside  his  plat 
with  a  gesture  of  repugnance. 

Marie  brought  the  coffee.  She  looked  dis 
tressed.  The  Herr  Baron  was  not  please( 
with  his  supper  ?  Was  it  not  good  ?  Shoulc 
she  bring  something  else  .-*  He  paid  no  atten 
tion  to  her,  and  she  noticed  the  direction  ii 
which  his  eyes  strayed.  She  shrugged  he 
shoulders  expressively.  The  English  Her 
also  did  not  eat,  but  that  was  nothing  unusual 
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It  was  often  so,  since  that  affair  of  the  accident. 
The  Herr  Baron  had  of  course  heard  of  the 
accident  ? 

Rudolf  pretended  that  he  had  not  heard, 
and  Marie  was  quite  ready  to  enlighten  his 
ignorance.  Rudolf  wanted  to  find  out  how  her 
story  would  taliy  with  Frau  Wolff's,  and  it  did 
so  far  as  to  account  for  little  Benjie  Trevor's 
illness.  It  threw  the  entire  blame  of  what 
had  happened  on  the  Englishman,  and  Marie 
gave  it  as  her  private  opinion  that  his  position 
at  Waldhof  must  be  a  most  unenviable  one. 
What  must  Frau  Trevor  think  of  him  ?  The 
child  had  nearly  died. 

When  Marie  was  called  away  to  attend  to 
some  fresh  comers  Rudolf  lit  a  cigarette  and, 
leaning  back  in  his  chair,  watched  the  rings  of 
smoke  curl  into  little  spiral  columns  above  his 
head.  He  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket  and  felt 
the  hard  outline  of  Vilma's  bangle.  Vilma  was 
a  fiend,  an  inhuman  monster.  It  was  hardly 
conceivable  that  a  woman  could  behave  with 
such  cruelty  to  a  little  child  ;  and  then  to  go 
away  and  leave  the  Englishman  to  bear  the 
blame  !  It  had  been  a  despicable  way  of  satis- 
fying her  jealousy. 

Rudolf  smoked  hard.  He  wished  that  his 
brain  would  not  suggest  so  many  uncomfortable 
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ideas,  for  the  other  man's  point  of  view  ke] 
thrusting  itself  into  notice.  He  wondert 
how  he  would  feel  himself  if  he  were  in  tl 
Englishman's  place?  The  Englishman  love 
Frau  Trevor.  That  must  make  his  positic 
almost  unbearable.  To  know  that  he  was  n 
to  blame  and  to  feel  in  honour  bound  to  shie 
Vilma  Seybell ! 

"  Poor  devil !"  muttered  Rudolf,  and 
thought  flashed  through  his  mind.  "  Wl 
should  you  not  profit  by  your  rival's  fal 
You  have  only  to  keep  silent.  No  one  w 
find  out  the  truth  if  you  do  not  speak."  Th 
was  the  thought. 

The  good  and  the  bad  in  him  fought  har 
He  smoked  furiously,  then  dashing  his  cigaret 
into  his  coffee  cup.  he  held  it  down  and  watch( 
it  splutter  out  amongst  the  dregs. 

"  Poor  devil !  and  it  was  all  a  mistake- 
mistake." 

He  repeated  and  repeated  the  last  two  wore 
No  one  knew  that  it  was  a  mistake,  and 
would  remain  a  mistake,  for  the  Englishm; 
would  not  speak.  He  intended  to  shield  Vilm 
and  so  long  as  Rudolf  kept  silence,  no  oi 
would  know,  for  Frau  Wolff  did  not  coui 
He  had  clipped  her  wings  when  he  had  taki 
away  Vilma's  bangle. 
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"  I  want  always  to  think  of  you  as  I  have 
known  you— chivalrous,  and  truly  a  gentleman." 

She  had  said  that,  and  she  had  looked  at  him 
with  that  look  which  he  loved  so  well  when 
she  had  spoken  these  words.  Could  he  ever 
feel  chivalrous  again  if  he  aIlov*ed  this  wrong? 
That  solitary  figure  sitting  alone  over  there, 
how  it  reproached  him!  He  could  not  keep 
his  eyes  away  from  it.  He  saw  Myles  take 
his  cigarette  case  out  of  his  pocket  and  open 
it ;  he  shut  it  slowly,  and  put  it  back  again. 
It  was  empty.  Rudolf  winced.  The  man  had 
eaten  nothing,  he  had  drunk  nothing,  and  he 
had  nothing  to  smoke.  That  last  nothing 
turned  the  scale ;  a  small  thing,  but  it  touched 
Rudolf. 

Myles  had  been  paying  very  little  attention 
to  anything  which  was  going  on  in  the  room. 
He  heard  a  footstep  and  the  click  of  a  spur, 
but  did  not  turn  his  head  until  a  voice 
addressed  him  by  name. 

He  looked  up. 

"Good-evening,"  said  Rudolf.  He  held  an 
open  cigarette  case  in  his  hand,  and  there  was 
an  odd  look  on  his  boyish  face ,  eager,  almost 
apologetic.  "Will  you  smoke  with  me?  I  find 
it  langweilig  to  smoke  alone." 
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Myles's  face   lightened;    he  put  his  har 
on    the    back    of    a    chair    and    pushed 
forward. 

"  Thanks,"  he  said.     "  Won't  you  sit  down 

Rudolf  accepted  the  chair  and  began  to  ta 

at  once.     He  plunged  into  the  subject  whi< 

was  uppermost  in  his  mind,  for  he  never  hi 

any  difficulty   in   expressing  himself,  and  1 

was   unhampered   by  selfconsciousness.      I" 

had  made  up  his  mind  during  the  last  h; 

minute  what  he  was  going  to  do,  and  he  w 

impatient  to  get  it  done.     If  Myles  had  tri 

to  stop  him,  it  would  have  had  no  effect  whj 

ever.     He  gave  no  time  for  remonstrance  : 

began  .it  t'le  beginning  of  Frau  Wolffs  stc 

and  he  finished  it  to  the  end  :  he  told  it  in 

incredibly  short  space  of  time,  and  he  wou 

up  with  a  scathing  criticism  on  Vilma's  condu 

If  he  expected  that  Myles  would  open  1 

heart  to  him,  he  counted  upon  more  than 

got.     Perhaps  he  did  not  expect  it.     He  kn 

that  it  was  a  peculiarity  of  Englishmen  to  \ 

to  hide  their  feelings,  and  that  the  more  t\ 

felt  the  less  they  showed. 

In  some  inexplicable  way  these  two  m 
curiously  unlike,  came  to  an  understanding 
each  other.     On    Myles's   part  it  was  arrii 
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at  more  by  what  was  left  unsaid  than  by  what 
was  said.  He  hardly  spoke  at  all.  He 
admitted  nothing,  and  Vilma's  name  did  not 
pass  his  lips ;  but  Rudolf  knew  that  Frau 
Wolff's  story  was  true.  He  felt  a  profound 
admiration  for  this  man  who  preferred  to  hold 
his  tongue  and  allow  himself  to  be  misunder- 
stood rather  than  clear  himself  at  the  expense 
of  the  woman  who  had  betrayed  him.  And 
Vilma  was  not  worth  the  sacrifice.  It  was  all 
wrong,  and  instead  of  triumphing,  Vilma  ought 
to  be  punished. 

He  felt  again  in  his  pocket  for  the  bangle 
and  pinched  it  with  satisfaction.  Some  day 
he  would  give  Vilma  a  fright  with  that  bangle. 

The  room  was  filling  rapidly.  Rudolf  rose 
from  his  seat  and  stood  looking  down  at  his 
companion.  He  realised  that  Myles  would 
never  try  to  clear  himself,  and  he  respected 
his  silence. 

"It  is  conceivable  that  we  do  not  meet 
again,"  he  said. 

*'  Your  camp  breaks  up  to-morrow,"  answered 
Myles. 

Rudolf  nodded. 

"There  is  an  Inspection,  and  then  —  ve 
march.  So!  It  is  the  life  of  the  soldier." 
He  held  out  his  hand  and  bowed  courteously. 
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"  I  would  wish  to  say  that  it  has  been  a 
great  pleasure  to  make  your  acquaintance.  1 
like  you  very  much." 

Myles  felt  strangely  touched.  He  returnee 
the  hand-grasp  warmly  and  watched  the  sHgh 
soldierly  figure  thread  its  way  down  the  lengtl 
of  the  crowded  room.  Many  eyes  turned  ir 
the  same  direction,  and  many  voices  called  ou 
a  greeting ;  the  something  which  was  lov 
able  in  Rudolf  appealed  to  men  and  womei 
alike. 

As  he  reached  the  door  a  group  of  officer 
entered,  and  among  them  was  General  Rentic 
The  General  drew  him  aside  and  entered  int 
animated  conversation  ;  they  were  still  talkin; 
when  Myles  left  the  Saal. 

Myles  stood  on  the  restaurant  steps  out 
side,  wondering  what  he  was  going  to  d 
with  himself  for  the  rest  of  the  evening 
The  door  behind  opened  again ;  Rudolf  ha 
followed  him. 

"You  make  a  walk  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  don't  know.  Yes— I  think  I  shall.  Wi 
you  come? 

Rudolf  laughed  and  shook  his  head. 

"  I  thank  you  very  much,  but  I  have  busine: 
to  make."  He  looked  up  at  the  sky,  an 
then   all    round.      "The   day   has    been    ho 


^^au&.i^' iAH3«'lulSHMe^ 


WITH  THE  MERRY  AUSTRIANS     311 

In   the    Kastanienwald   it   will   now   be    very 
agreeable." 

"Yes,"  Myles  answered  indifferently.  He 
might  as  well  go  to  the  Kastanienwald  as  any 
fiber  place. 

Some  one  called  Rudolf  from  within. 

"Good-night,"  said  Myles.  "  I'm  sorry  you 
can't  come." 

He  looked  back  as  he  passed  out  of  the 
gateway ;  Rudolf  was  still  standing  where  he 
had  left  him.  He  appeared  to  be  watching, 
and  then  his  name  was  called  once  more,  and 
Ilka  Rentier  came  out  on  to  the  steps.  They 
spoke  together  for  a  few  seconds  and  Rudolf 
pointed  to  the  garden.  Ilka  nodded  and  he 
took  her  arm,  and  together  they  walked  down 
the  terrace  and  were  lost  sight  of  amongst  the 
bushes. 

"  I  wonder  if  he  will  tell  her,"  thought  Myles 
as  he  continued  his  way. 


Will 


rVi- 


'Wmf.-'.  m'W 


CHAPTER  XXV 

"MuvvER,   muvver,   do   look   at  me  whippin 
Franz!     An'  he's  kickin'  dust  like  a  horse." 

"Yes,  my  darling,  I'm  looking,"  and  Ros( 
glanced  up  from  the  piece  of  work  in  her  hand 
"  Poor  Franz,"  she  murmured,  and  then  raisec 
her  voice.  "  Not  so  hard,  Benjie.  He  hasn' 
got  any  stockings  on." 

"But  his  legs  is  so  fat.  He  doesn't  feel 
muvver." 

Franz  continued  ponderously  to  imitate  tl 
prancings  of  a  restive  steed.  He  was  con 
scientiously  endeavouring  to  do  his  best,  anc 
he  kicked  with  stolid  energy  and  made  plent] 
of  noise.  His  driver  stood  up  in  the  littb 
carriage  and  flourished  the  whip  round  hi 
head,  urging  him  to  fresh  efforts. 

Rose  laid  down  her  work  to  watch  th( 
children.  It  was  such  a  joy  to  hear  Benjii 
happy,  noisily  happy  again.  Involuntarily  sh 
shuddered  when  she  thought  of  those  dreadfu 
days  and  still  more  dreadful  nights  when  th( 
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little  voice  had  been  one  long  continued  wail 
of  fear  and  pain ;  when  blistered  lips  babbled 
pitiful  nonsense ;  when  sleep  refused  to  close 
the  staring  eyes  and  little  hot  hands  clung  to 
hers,  imploring  for  she  knew  not  what. 

The  child  had  been  very  ill.  It  seemed 
incredible  that  he  should  have  recovered  so 
quickly.  She  was  quite  sure  he  would  not 
have  recovered  ii  it  had  not  been  for  the  kind- 
ness of  these  warm-hearted  people  at  Waldhof. 
She  sat  and  pondered  over  it  all.  It  made  her 
feel  that  she  had  never  appreciated  human 
sympathy  at  its  proper  worth  before,  and  from 
the  most  unexpected  quarters  had  come  her 
greatest  help.  The  hotel  proprietor,  whom 
she  had  previously  looked  upon  as  a  hard 
man  of  business  and  quite  devoid  of  sentiment, 
had  shown  a  consideration  and  forethought 
which  had  been  quite  extraordinary.  He  had 
placed  his  best  suite  of  rooms  at  her  disposal 
and  begged  her  as  a  favour  to  occupy  them. 
He  had  always  been  ready  to  send  messengers 
to  the  town  when  required  ;  hardly  a  day  had 
passed  without  bringing  some  proof  of  his 
civility.  Her  eyes  rested  on  the  children 
again.  That  little  carriage  had  been  his  latest 
attention.  He  had  sent  it  over  to  her  rooms 
the  day  before  with  a  polite  message  delivered 
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by  Ilka  to  the  effect  that  he  would  be  prou( 
if  Frau  Trevor  would  make  use  of  it  for  th 
amusement  of  the  Kindchen.  It  was  only  leni 
of  course  ;  she  would  not  have  accepted  i 
otherwise. 

Rose  felt  a  twinge  of  conscience  when  sh 
thought  of  how  unquestioningly  she  had  truste 
everything  to  Ilka  during  the  last  week.  ] 
was  Ilka  who  had  managed  and  explained  an 
smoothed  out  every  difficulty.  Some  thing 
had  been  a  little  puzzling.  That  affair  of  tb 
doctor,  for  instance  ;  she  must  have  that  mad 
clearer,  and  her  brow  contracted  into  an  anxioi 
frown.  Ilka  had  explained  about  his  comins 
but  she  had  been  too  anxious  at  the  time  t 
worry  over  explanations. 

That  doctor  had  saved  Benjie's  life — she  wj 
sure  of  that.  He  had  made  the  child  slee] 
She  felt  that  she  would  never  forget  \\ 
passion  of  relief,  the  agony  of  gratitude  whic 
had  trembled  through  her  when  she  hs 
watched  the  heavy  eyelids  close  over  tl 
burning  eyes.  He  had  slept.  Long  hours 
deep  sleep,  from  which  he  had  wakenc 
languidly  to  eat  and  then  to  fall  asleep  agai 
And  when  exhaustion  had  passed,  and  tl 
quick  vitality  of  childhood  had  reasserted  itse 
it  was  as  though  a  curtain  had  been  droppt 
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between  the  present  and  the  past.  Behind 
that  impenetrable  veil  of  sleep  lay  all  the 
horror  and  pain  and  fear ;  it  was  forgotten, 
blotted  out. 

From  thinking  of  these  things  she  was 
roused  by  Leopoldina,  who  appeared  carrying 
a  large  bunch  of  flowers  and  a  basket  of 
cherries.  Rose  took  the  cards  which  accom- 
panied these  offerings.  She  read  the  compli- 
mentary greetings  and  then  laid  them  down 
again.  It  would  almost  have  seemed  as 
though  the  bits  of  cardboard  had  disappointed 
her.  The  flowers  and  fruit  were  from  visitors 
in  the  hotel,  and  she  was  continually  receiving 
such  marks  of  friendlinc-s.  Every  one  had 
shown  kindness  to  her,  gone  out  of  their  way 
to  express  their  sympathy.  Every  one  except 
— she  drew  in  her  breath  sharply,  and  buried 
her  face  amongst  the  flowers.  Why,  she 
asked  herself,  and  she  had  asked  herself  the 
same  question  many  times,  had  Mr  Egerton 
never  shown  regret  for  what  had  happened? 
Since  that  evening  when  he  had  carried  the 
unconscious  child  upstairs  in  his  arms  and  laid 
him  on  the  bed  in  the  nursery  he  had  not 
seen  him,  had  hardly  heard  his  name  mentioned. 
She  was  too  proud  to  speak  of  him,  even  to 
Ilka,    but   she   was   hurt   and   sore    and    dis- 
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appointed.  He  had  ignored  the  child's  illne 
Such  heartless  indifference  was  inexplicab 
for  she  could  not  forget  that  he  had  admitt 
that  it  was  his  fault.  She  could  recall  now  t 
expression  on  his  face  when  he  had  told  1 
that,  and  he  had  not  looked  indifferent  th^ 
Bit  by  bit  lately  the  details  of  that  evening  1: 
come  back  to  her  out  of  a  confused  nightm; 
of  horror.  He  had  not  left  the  room  at  on 
Subconsciously  she  had  been  aware  of 
presence.  She  remembered  now  turning  av 
from  him,  stunned,  stupefied  at  the  blow- 
had  dealt  her.  The  instinct  of  mother-l( 
had  roused  in  her  something  almost  sava 
What  had  she  done?  What  had  she  sa 
She  could  not  remember. 

In  her  terror  perhaps  she  had  sent  him  fr 
her  with  bitter  words  ;  but  he  ought  to  h; 
known — if  he  loved  her. 

Was  it  true,  she  asked  herself,  that  he  1 
ever  told  her  that  he  loved  her?  She  ^ 
beginning  to  doubt.  How  could  he  forg 
And  if  he  remembered,  how  could  he  ren: 
indifferent  ?  Twist  it  which  way  she  could 
found  no  excuse  for  him. 

That  morning  she  had  questioned  Leopok 
as  to  how  she  had  come  to  let  the  child 
of  her  care,  and  Leopoldina,  in  retelling 
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story,  had  remembered  details  which  in  her 
first  excitement  she  had  passed  over.  She 
mentioned  one  or  two  things.  The  young 
Baronin  Seybell  had  been  with  the  Herr 
Englishman  that  afternoon,  and  when  the 
Seybells  had  left  Schloss  VValdhof  he  had 
driven  away  with  them  in  their  carriage. 

Rose  asked  no  further  questions ;  but  she 
felt  very  bitter.  He  had  forgotten  so  easily. 
She  did  not  realise  how  strong  her  faith  had 
been  in  him  until  he  had  failed  her. 

She  would  not  allow  herself  to  think  of  him. 
She  had  made  that  resolution  before  and 
broken  it.  It  filled  her  with  self  -  contempt 
to  find  that  her  will  was  weaker  than  her 
resolution. 

Benjie's  voice  recalled  her  to  the  present. 

"  Muvver,  mayn't  we  go  dust  a  tiny  little  bit 
in  the  garden  ?  " 

She  went  over  to  where  the  children  were 
playing,  and  Franz  looked  up  at  her  inter- 
rogatively with  round  solemn  eyes.  He  had 
been  told  by  his  mother  that  he  was  to  talk 
English  when  he  was  with  Frau  Trevor,  but 
he  was  not  of  an  enterprising  nature  and  he 
was  a  child  of  few  words. 

''  Abendessen"  he  said,  and  smacked  his 
lips. 
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Rose  smiled.  Fran7  never  forgot  his  suf 
hour. 

"  That  means  that  you  must  go  home, " 
said.  "  You  have  been  very  kind  to  Ber 
You  have  played  with  him  so  nicely.  > 
you  come  again  to-morrow  ?  " 

Franz    shook    his    head,    and    then    K 
remembered   that  the  camp  at  Waldhof 
to  break  up  the  next  day  and  that  the  F 
Hauptman  would   be   leaving  with  the  01 
officers'  wives. 

"You  will  come  and  say  good-bye  th 
she  said,  and  picked  out  a  large  bunch 
cherries  from  the  basket  beside  her. 

He  made  a  funny  little  stiff  bow,  and  kij 
her  hand  and  said  '' Danke  schon"  \ 
politely,  and  went  away. 

"Muvver,  I  did  so  want  to  go  a  tiny  1 
bit  in  the  garden,"  pleaded  Benjie. 

Rose  considered.  She  was  so  afraid 
allowing  him  to  romp  in  case  he  got  exci 
Now  that  he  was  comparatively  well 
difficulty  was  to  keep  him  quiet.  The  1 
carriage  had  taken  hours  of  anxiety  off 
mind,  for  he  was  never  tired  of  playing  witl 
It  was  so  real.  The  hood  went  up  and  do 
and  the  door  handles  opened  and  shut  wii 
fascinating  click,  and  it  had  silver  lamps  \ 
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green   candles    in    them,   and   the   whip  was 
exactly  like  a  real  carriage  whip. 

Benjie  saw  that  she  was  yielding. 

"  Please,  muvver.  I  won't  whip  near  a-^  hard 
as  I  whipped  Franz — an'  you  can  kick !  " 

"  Can  I  .-* "     She  laughed  at  his  earnestness. 

He  helped  to  push  the  carriage  over  the 
step,  and  fastened  the  reins  round  her  waist. 

"Now  jump  in,"  she  said,  "and  sit  tight, 
because  perhaps  I'll  run  away." 

It  was  easier  to  run  away  than  she  ^ad 
expected.  The  part  of  the  garden  beyond 
the  verandah  was  a  wild  bit  of  ground  where 
the  foliage  straggled  in  luxuriant  profusion 
and  hid  the  dangers  of  the  narrow  pathways. 
The  little  carriage  was  as  springy  and  light 
as  a  ball  on  its  rubber-tyred  wheels,  and  ran 
of  its  own  accord.  With  Benjie  pulling  at 
the  reins  and  dragging  her  this  way  and  that, 
she  found  she  was  incapable  of  guiding  it. 
Before  they  had  gone  very  far  there  was  a 
scurry  and  a  scramble,  a  few  hair -breadth 
escapes  round  corners,  and  Benjie  was  landed 
in  a  rose-bush. 

"I  knowed  we'd  do  that!"  he  exclaimed, 
jumping  to  his  feet.  "Isn't  it  fun,  muvver.? 
Let's  do  it  again." 

"No,  indeed,"  she  answered.     "It's  much 
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too  exciting  ;  and  oh,  what  a  pity !     Look  h 
we've  scratched  the  paint."     She  righted 
carriage  and  showed   him  the   marks, 
no  good   my   being  the  horse.       I'll  have 
push   behind,   and    you   must   pretend   yo 

driving." 

"  Pertendin'    isn't    much   fun,   and  —  w< 

losted  the  whip." 

Before  she  could  stop  him  he  had  brc 
away,  and  a  sharp  corner  hid  him  from  si 
She  heard  voices,  Benjie's  and  another's, 
walked  back  a  few  steps.  Then  she  stop 
She  had  never  spoken  to  Mr  Ridley,  but 
knew  him  quite  well  by  sight.  He  was  st 
ing  in  the  pathway  holding  Benjie's  whip  u 
hand,  and  the  child  was  planted  m  fror 
him,  his  hands  behind  b5«=  back  in  his  favo 
attitude,  assuring  him  .n  eager  polite 
that  the  whip  belonged  to  him. 

Charles  did  i.ot  see  Rose.  He  could 
nothing  just  then  except  what  was  imr 
ately  beneath  his  notice.  He  had  been  t 
by  surprise,  and  it  was  a  painful  and  stai 
surprise.  The  little  face  looking  up  int 
was  such  an  exact  counterpart  of  the 
Cyril  Trevor's.  A  rush  of  long  forg 
memories  swept  up  before  him. 

"  Cyril,"  he  murmured  huskily,  bending  c 
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"I'm  Benjie,"  answered  the  child.  "An' — 
please,  may  I  has  my  whip  ?  " 

"Benjie,  Benjamin?  Yes,  of  course,  of 
course."     Charles  fumbled  with  his  eye-j,dass 

string.     "  Benjie.     But  you're Dear,  dear, 

how  very  Hke."     He  hesitated.     "I — thought 
you  were  another  little  boy." 

Benjie  was  very  anxious  to  get  back  As 
whip,  which  was  dangling  just  above  him,  and 
it  was  rude  to  snatch. 

"I'm  Benjie.  I'm  not  another  little  boy. 
An'  please — may  I  has  my  whip  ? " 

Charles  recovered  himself  with  an  effort. 

"  Your  whip?  Yes,  my  little  man.  There's 
your  whip.  I'm  so  glad  I  found  it.  It's  a 
very  pretty  whip." 

"  Yes,  isn't  it."  Benjie  lingered  the  .ash 
lovingly.  "Thank  you  very  much."  He  was 
turning  to  run  back  when  a  thought  struck 
him.     "  Would   you  like   to  see  my  carriage  ? 

It's   the   beautifulest   carriage.     It's — it's " 

Words  failed  him.     He  seized  Charles's  hand. 
"Come  and  see,"  he  cried. 

Only  then  was  Mr  Ridley  aware  that  the 
child's  mother  was  standing  near.  He  had 
never  seen  Rose  except  in  the  distance,  and 
he  had  formed  no  idea  of  what  she  was  like. 
To  speculate  as   to  her  appe. -ance   had   not 
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occurred  to  him.  Dragged  into  her  prese 
without  any  warning,  he  received  a  great  she 
for  she  burst  upon  him  as  quite  a  startl 
revelation.  He  felt  himself  to  be  blush 
furiously.  He  felt  that  he  ought  not  to  1 
at  her.  It  was  rude,  but  he  could  not  \ 
it.  He  stood  and  blinked  and  blushed, 
murmured : 

"  Poor  Cyril — no  wonder,  no  wonder ;  d 
dear,  no  wonder."  Then  he  blushed  hoi 
and  hoped  fervently  she  had  not  heard. 

Rose  had  drawn  back  when  she  recogn 
Mr  Ridley.  The  meeting  was  as  embarr 
ing  for  her  as  it  was  for  him.  She  conck 
he  knew  who  she  was.  Then  her  face  softe 
for  she  was  always  so  very  sorry  for  shy  pec 
They  suffered  such  agonies  of  self-consci 
ness  for  no  use  at  all,  and  she  tried  to  put 
at  his  ease. 

"  Thank  you  so  much  for  finding  our  v 
It  must  have  tumbled  out  when  we  ran  c 
the  bank,"  and  she  smiled. 

The  smile  was  too  much  for  Charles, 
dropped  his  eye-glasses,   and  then  put  1 
on  again  and  apologised,  although  there 
nothing  to  apologise  for. 

She  made  worse  havoc  by  smiling  agair 
"We  haven't  tried  the  garden  paths  bt 
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and  they  are  so  slippery.     But  my  little  boy 
grew  tired  of  playing  on  the  verandah." 

••Yes,  yes;  of  course  I  heard.  I  hope  he 
is  better.-*     1   hope  he  has " 

Charles  stammered  and  broke  off.  It  was 
somehow  conveyed  to  him  that  she  did  not 
wish  him  to  speak  before  the  child  of  his  illness. 
To  cover  his  confusion  he  stooped  down  and 
patted  Benjie  on  the  head.  It  seemed  a  safe 
thing  to  do.     People  generally  patted  children. 

Benjie  twisted  round  and  round  and  stared 
up  at  Charles  until  Rose  grew  uneasy.  She 
was  afraid  of  his  making  personal  remarks 
which  might  not  be  complimentary,  and  she 
said  something  to  draw  his  attention  to  the 
little  carriage.  In  a  moment  he  was  all  eager- 
ness to  show  it  off.  He  hopped  in  and  out, 
and  clicked  the  doors,  and  bumped  up  and 
down  on  the  red  velvet  cushions,  and  smother- 
ing himself  underneath  the  hood  had  to  wriggle 
out  feet  foremost. 

Charles  beamed  through  his  eye-glasses  and 
admired  and  praised.  He  had  been  feeling 
lonely  and  depressed  that  afternoon.  The 
child's  chatter  and  the  mother's  soft  voice  were 
pleasant  to  his  ears.  English  voices!  He 
was  so  tired  of  the  continuous  gabble  of  a 
tongue  which  he  could  not  understand. 
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"It  is  certainly  wonderful  how  ingeniousl 
such  things  can  be  made,"  he  said,  appealin 

shyly  to  Rose. 

"  It  is  almost  too  fascinating,"  she  answerei 
"  I  wish  we  could  keep  it  always." 

"  But  I'm  goin'  to  keep  it,"  exclaimed  Benji 
••  I'm  goin  to  keep  it  always,  muvver." 

"  Of  course,  of  course,"  chimed  in  Charle 

Rose  made  a  deprecatory  movement  of  h 

hands. 

"  I  dare  not  encourage  him  in  false  hope 
It  is  only  lent  to  us.     We  must  give  it  bad 

••  Lent  ?  "  echoed  Charles.  "  I— I  thought 
I  was  under  the  impression  that  it  had  be 
given  to  your  little  boy." 

She  looked  at  him  in  surprise,  and  wonder 
how  he  knew  anything  about  the  child's  pU 

thing. 

"  It  is  only  lent,"  she  repeated,  and  hop 
he  would  have  the  tact  to  say  nothing  more. 
But  tact  was  not  Charles's  strong  point ; 
persisted.  He  was  less  nervous  now,  anc 
delicious  feeling  of  importance  swelled  wit 
him.  He  laughed  —  quite  a  knowing  li 
laugh— and  patted  Benjie's  head  again. 

•^I  know  all  about  it,"  he  said.  "It's  yoi 
to  do  just  what  you  like  with."  He  turnec 
Rose,    hastening    to  explain.       "I    am   qi 
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sure  that   Mr "    then   he  stopped,   some 

faint  doubt  crossing  his  mind. 

"You  mean  the  hotel  proprietor,"  said  Rose. 
"  He  lent  it  to  us,  but  we  have  to  give  it 
back." 

Benjie  pulled  at  her  skirt.  His  face  was 
very  red. 

"  Muvver,  he  says  it's  mine,"  he  cried 
excitedly. 

Charles  was  much  perturbed.  It  was  so  un- 
necessary that  the  child  should  be  disappointed, 
and  all  through  some  muddle  probably  of  the 
hotel  keeper's.  He  smiled  and  nodded  down 
into  the  eager  face  upraised  to  his.  It  was  so 
fortunate  that  he  could  put  this  stupid  mistake 
right,  for  it  happened  that  he  knew  all  about 
it.  That  little  carriage  had  arrived  only  the 
day  before,  packed  in  a  case  and  addressed 
to  Myles.  Myles  was  absent  and  Charles  had 
been  asked  to  sign  the  receipt  for  the  delivery 
of  the  package.  He  remembered  all  the  circum- 
stances distinctly.  The  contents  of  the  package 
had  to  be  examined  and  declared  before  him 
by  the  official  who  had  delivered  it.  It  had 
been  very  confusing,  as  he  could  not  under- 
stand what  the  man  said.  He  had  ventured 
to  ask  Myles  afterwards  what  he  intended  to 
do  with  such  a  curious  thing — a  child's  per- 
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ambulator  practically— and  Myles  had  answerec 
rather  vaguely.  Now,  of  course,  he  understood 
It  was  like  Myles  to  give  a  present  and  no 
say  much  about  it. 

Charles  felt  quite  genial  and  paternal,  almos 
as  if  he  had  given  the  present  himself. 

"It's  your  very,  very  own,  my  little  man. 
He  rubbed  his  hands  softly  together  and  smile( 
at  the  child,  and  then  addressed  himself  to  th 
mother.  "  I  feel  that  I  am  justified  in  clearinj 
up  this  misunderstanding.  I  am  sure  my  frienc 
Mr  Egerton,  will  be  very  much  annoyed  whe 
he  hears  of  it.  Of  course,  he  intended  you 
little  boy  to  keep  the  carriage." 

Rose  flushed  crimson.  She  was  on  tb 
point  of  speaking,  and  then  checked  hersel 
Charles  was  quite  unconscious  of  the  effei 
his  words  had  produced,  and  he  was  not  loo) 
ing  at  her.  He  had  been  seized  upon  b 
Benjie,  who  was  trying  to  fasten  a  pair  of  r€ 
leather  reins  round  his  waist.  Feebly  he  pn 
tested  and  revolved  like  a  dying  teetotum 
his  efforts  to  free  himself. 

"  Muvver,  do  look! "  cried  the  child. 
•'  Benjie,  come  here!" 
The  tone  was  so  sharp  and  peremptory,  : 
unlike  his   mother's,   that   Benjie  stared  ai 
dropped  the  reins. 
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What  happened  after  that  Charles  never 
could  quite  remember.  He  wasn't  exactly  dis- 
missed, but  he  was  helped  out  of  the  way. 
Mrs  Trevor's  manner  had  been  peculiar. 
Perhaps  she  was  offended  because  he  did  not  ^ 
play  with  the  child. 

Benjie  watched  him  go  regretfully. 
"What  a  funny  red  face  he's  got,  muvver. 
D'ye  sink  he'd  been  cryin'  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  don't  know,"  answered  Rose,  and  she 
was  quite  silent  as  she  wheeled  him  back  to 
the  verandah. 

She  found  Ilka  Rentier  sitting  in  the  chair 
she  had  left  only  a  short  time  ago.  Ilka  was 
picking  out  the  ripest  cherries  from  the  basket 
on  the  table  beside  her,  and  when  she  caught 
sight  of  Rose  she  called  out : 

"Come  —  come  quickly!  If  you  do  not 
there  will  be  nothing  left  but  emptiness." 
Rose  walked  over  to  where  Ilka  was  sitting. 
"  Ilka,  I  have  found  you  out,"  she  said 
abruptly.  "It  was  not  the  hotel  proprietor 
who  sent— that,"  and  she  pointed  to  Benjie 
and  his  carriage.  "I  have  found  out  who 
sent  it      Why  did  you  deceive  me?" 

Her   eyes   were   sparkling,    and  the   colour 
was  coming  and  going  in  her  cheeks. 

Ilka  popped  a  cherry  into  her  mouth  and 
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laughed.  She  was  not  in  the  least  abashec 
she  had  been  watching  Rose's  expression  ; 
she  came  up  the  steps  and  was  prepared  f 
what  was  coming.  The  time  had  arrived  f 
her  little  intrigue  to  develop.  She  had  con 
over  to  the  Schloss  bubbling  with  excitemer 
because  she  had  just  parted  from  Rudolf,  ai 
Rudolf  had  told  her  the  story  he  had  heai 
from  Frau  Wolff.  Ilka  was  triumphant,  for  h 
belief  in  the  Englishman  was  justified.  SI 
had  known  all  along  that  he  was  shelterir 
some  one,  and  to  think  that  that  some  one  w; 
Vilma!  Vilma!  How  she  detested  her! 
gave  her  some  satisfaction  to  think  that  no 
she  could  detest  her  even  more  thorough 
than  she  had  done  before. 

She  popped  another  cherry  into  her  mou 
and  laughed  again.  She  was  so  jubilant  si 
must  laugh,  and  even  if  Rose  were  angry  wi 
her  she  could  not  help  it. 

"Ilka,  Ilka,  what  have  you  been  doing i 
Rose's  voice  trembled  with  anger,  and  son 
other  feeling,  which  she  did  not  try  to  analys 

Ilka  jumped  up  and  kissed  her  impulsive 
on  both  cheeks. 

"  They  are  so  pink,  just  like  the  ros 
of  your  own  name.  And  if  I  did  not  lo^ 
you    very   much,    I    would    be   afraid  of  tl 
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thorns.     You  are  angry  with  me.     But  why 

why?" 

"You  know!  Ilka,  how  could  you?  I  am 
angry — I  am  very  angry." 

"  Why  ?"  repeated  Ilka. 

"  Because  —  you  know  quite  well."  She 
glanced  round,  a  new  fear  dawning  upon  her. 
"  Were  there  other  thingfs  ?  " 

Ilka's  eyes  danced. 

"  Heaps  of  other  things — mountains  of  other 
things.  So  many  that  I  cannot  count  them 
upon  all  my  fingers  together.  It  has  been  a 
great  conspiracy  ;  I  do  not  think  that  I  have  ever 
conspired  so  beautifully  in  all  my  life  before." 

Rose  sank  down  on  a  chair  and  gazed  at  her 
blankly. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  these  rooms,  and 
the  things  that  I  thought  had  been  done  for  me 

by  the  hotel  proprietor,  have  been "     She 

stopped. 

"Yes,"  said  Ilka  unblushingly.  "All— 
everything.  The  hotel  proprietor!  Pouf! 
He  is  nothing.  He  do  what  he  is  told."  She 
raised  her  eyebrows  expressively.  "  You  have 
guessed  ?  You  know  ?  To  have  such  a  friend 
is  most  noble,  I  think." 

"Oh  don't— please  don't !  "  exclaimed  Rose. 
She  put  her  hands  before  her  face.     "  Let  me 
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think.     I  can't  take  it  all  in.     What  shall 

do?" 

"  But  there  is  nothing  to  do,  it  is  alrea 

done.    What  would  you?     The  little  one 

now  altogether  well." 

Rose    dropped    her    hands;     Ilka's    woi 
presented  a  new  terror. 

•'  The  doctor  ?  "  she  said,  almost  in  a  whisp 
«'  Who  was  he  ?     Where  did  he  come  from  ? 

"  From  Vienna.     He  is  a  most  distinguisl 
person."     Ilka's  voice   softened.      "And   > 
it  not  right  for  him  to  come?    At  once 
litde  one  began  to  grow  better." 

Rose  got  up  from  her  chair  and  wal 
to  the  far  end  of  the  verandah.  Moven 
was  a  necessity ;  she  could  not  sit  still.  1 
went  on  playing  with  the  cherries.  She  un( 
stood  quite  well  what  Rose  was  feeling, 
the  kindest  thing  to  do  was  to  leave  her  ale 
Presently,  as  she  expected,  she  came  I 
and  stood  in  front  of  her.  No  longer  as  ] 
as  the  roses  of  her  own  name ;  she  was  ' 

white. 

"  Ilka,  you  don't  know  what  you  have  dc 
she  said  in  a  low  voice.  "You  don't  k 
the  circumstances,  and  I  can't  explain; 
you  have  put  me  in  a  dreadful  positior 
can't  take  these  things."     Her  voice  quiv 
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and  L^he  burst  out  passionately :  "  Why  did 
you  let  him  do  it?  It  was  not  honourable 
of  him  to  hide  behind  you.'* 

Ilka's  flippancy  vanished.  She  caught  Rose's 
hand  and  drew  her  down  on  a  chair  beside 
her.  She  did  not  speak  just  at  once,  then 
she  said  gravely : 

"Herr  Egerton  is  the  most  honourable 
gentleman  I  have  ever  met  in  all  my  life." 

Rose  tried  to  draw  her  hand  away,  but 
Ilka  held  it  fast. 

"Listen  to  me,"  che  said,  "and  I  will  tell 
you  why  I  say  such  a  thing." 

Then  she  told  her.  She  did  not  try  to 
plead  Myles's  cause ;  it  did  not  seem  to  her 
that  that  was  necessary.  She  told  the  story 
of  Vilma's  treachery,  and  she  told  it  as  briefly 
as  she  could.  She  knew  it  would  be  torture 
to  Rose  to  listen,  to  hear  what  Vilma  had 
done  to  the  child.  She  was  determined  that 
Myles  should  be  cleared,  but  it  required  an 
enormous  effort  to  enable  her  to  speak  temper- 
ately. She  almost  choked  over  Vilma's  name. 
She  would  like  to  have  spat  it  out  between 
her  teeth  like  some  noxious  evil  thing,  but 
by  a  supreme  effort  she  maintained  her  dignity 
to  the  end. 

Rose  sat  perfectly  still  and  listened.     She 
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did   not  interrupt  or  ask   a  single  questio 
Even   when   Ilka  had  finished  speaking  si 
did  not  move,  only  her  eyes  went  slowly 
the  place  where  Benjie  was  playing,  and  th' 
back  to  Ilka's  face. 

There  was  a  long  silence,   and  then  II 
touched  her  hand. 

''  Liebling"  she  said  softly. 
Rose  started.  A  wave  of  colour,  hot  a 
fierce,  dyed  her  white  cheeks.  Her  bos( 
rose  and  fell  and  the  breath  came  in  qui 
sobs  through  her  parted  lips.  She  rose 
her  feet  and  stood  for  a  moment  irresoJu 
then   she  ran  across  to  where  the  child  v 

playing. 

She   caught   him    up,   holding  him   tigh 
to    her,       urmuring    his    name,     kissing 
bewildered  little  face  passionately. 

He  stroked  her  cheek.  It  was  wet,  i 
his  lip  trembled. 

"Muvver,"  he  cried,  and  threw  his  ai 
round  her  neck. 

Ilka  gathered  her  skirts  together  noiselei 
and  glanced  backwards  over  her  shoulder 
she  tiptoed  across  the  verandah. 

"  It  will  now  be  all  right,"  she  said  to  1 
self,  smiling. 


CHAPTER  XXVI 

Ilka  was  barely  out  of  sight  of  the  verandah 
when  she  met  Rudolf  She  had  parted  from 
him  only  a  short  time  ago  and  he  had  told 
her  then  that  he  was  to  be  very  busy  all 
evening. 

"  Where  are  you  going  ?  "  she  said.  Brother 
and  sister  when  they  were  alone  together  spoke 
in  their  native  tongue. 

He  put  his  head  on  one  side  and  looked 
at  her.  She  knew  Rudolfs  ways  very  well. 
When  he  looked  like  that  she  was  always 
suspicious. 

"  W'     .  ^.c  you  going  ? "  she  repeated. 

"  Hav.^  you  told  Frau  Trevor  about  Vilma  ? " 
he  asked. 

"Yes,  I  jiave  told  her." 

"Then  I  go  to  pay  my  adieus." 

She  slipped  her  arm  through  his  and  turned 
him  round  in  the  direction  she  was  going 
herself.  She  did  not  wish  him  to  go  anc 
see  Rose.  She  was  not  at  all  sure  how  far 
he  was  to  be  trusted. 
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Rudolf  went    with   her   unresistingly, 
knew  Ilka's  ways  quite  as  well  as  she  kn 
his,  and  he  was  biding  his  time. 

••  Vv^as  she  very  much  shocked  ? "  he  askec 
Ilka  told  him  as  much   as  she  thought 
was  good  for  him  to  know.     Then  she  w 
on  to  talk  to  him  about  himself  with  a  gei 
air  of  motherliness  which  he  understood  i 
fectly.     He  knew  that  she  did  not  wish 
to  go  and  say  good-bye  to  Rose,  but  he 
quite  determined  to  go.     He  had  a  reai 
An  odd,  romantic,  quixotic  reason  which 
laid  hold  of  his  imagination. 

He  walked  as  far  as  the  big  door  wl 
led  up  to  Ilka's  rooms. 

•«  Nov  I  leave  you.     I  go  to  say  good- 
to  Fra'     Trevor,"  he  said. 

Ilka   .wisted  the  fringe  of  his  sword  i 

round  her  finger  and  tried  to  detain  him, 

••It  is  too  late  to  pay  calls  on  a  lady," 

said.  „ 

'•It    is   never   too   late  to  be    polite, 
retorted.     "  I  cannot  go  away  without  sa 
good-bye.      She  would  think  me  very  rt 
Ilka  still  held  him. 

"  Promise  me,  then,  that  you  will  be  gc 
Rudolf  shrugged  his  shoulders. 
••  How  can  I  promise  ?     If  she  smiles  oi 
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I  will  not   remember  whether  I  am  jjood  or 
bad." 

Ilka  twisted  the  fringe  still  tighter. 

"  Rudi,  "  she  said  coaxingly,  "  I  wish  you 
to  do  something  to  please  me.  I  am  so  sorry 
for  this  Englishman;  he  has  behaved  most 
honourably.  Could  you  not  say  that  you 
think  he  is  a  very  noble  man  ?  " 

"  Gott  Hitnmel!  And  cut  my  own  throat  ?  " 
Rudolf  made  a  grimace.       "It  is  too  much." 

"  When  your  head  is  off  already,  what  does 
it  matter?  Rudi,  be  good.  That  poor 
Englishman!  He  is  as  thin  as  needles. 
He  will  die  of  a  consumption— and — she  does 
not  love  you." 

He  twisted  himself  free  and  ran  away  from 
her  before  she  could  stop  him. 

He  slackened  his  pace  as  he  neared  the 
Schloss,  and  considered  what  he  ought  to  do. 
Whether  to  have  himself  announced  formally, 
or  risk  no  chance  at  all,  but  walk  boldly  up  to 
the  verandah  and  trust  to  finding  Rose  sitting 
there. 

She  saw  him  coming.  She  was  alone,  for 
Benjie  had  been  taken  off  to  bed.     When  he 
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dreams,  only  saw  that  he  walked  lightly 
carried  his  head  high. 

His  first  words  reproached  her  as  he  1 
low  over  her  hand. 

"  I  have  come  to  say  that  word  whicl 
English  I  do  not  like-Good-bye."  he  sa 
'•  Ah '  1  had  forgotten  !— I  mean  I  ar 
sorry  you  are  going  away."  In  her  contr 
to  make  amends  for  having  forgotten  tha 
was  going  away  she  stumbled  mto  the  « 

of  confessing  it.  u     r  u 

He  looked  at  her  wistfully.       He  felt 
he  would  rather  that  she  was  not  too 
He    had    braced    himself  to    make    a    ; 
sacrifice-a  great  renunciation  ;  but  he 
her,  and  it  was  dangerous  to  play  with 
He  drew  himself  up. 
"Yes.      I    come  to  say— good-bye. 
not  an  agreeable  word."  ^^ 

"Then  we  will  not  say  it.     she  ans 
quickly        "Your   German   way   is    so 
prettier.      Au/    Wiedersehen-T\\\    we 
again  ?     I  hope  we  will  meet  again. 

He  did   not  echo  the  wish,  which  < 
her  a  little.     Her  conscience  was  still 
whenever     she     thought     of    that     nig 

Cortina.  ^„    ,  -j 

-Won't  you  sit  down?     she  said. 
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very  good  of  you  to  find  time  to  come  and 
see  me."  She  lowered  her  voice.  "We  must 
not  speakloud.  My  little  boy  is  being  put  to 
bed,  and  if  he  hears  you  he  will  want  to  run 
out  and  play  with  you." 

"  Ah— the  little  one.     He  is  better  ?     Well  ? 
I  am  gkd." 

Rudolf  spoke   with   perfunctory   politeness, 

and  he  made    no   attempt   to   take  the  chair 

which    had    been    offered    him.       Rose    felt 

more  chilled,  for  Rudolf  had  seemed  so  fond 

of  the    child,    and    yet    he    did    not   appear 

interested    when    she    mentioned    his    name. 

But  she   wanted    to   be   kind,   so  she   asked 

him  again  if  he  would  not  sit  down. 

Rudolf  looked  at  the  chair,  and  then  at 
her. 

"Will  you  make  a  little  walk  with  me?" 
he  said. 

The  perfunctory  manner  vanished,  and  he 
waited  anxiously  for  her  answer. 

"A  walk.?" 

"  It  is  a  most  pleasant  evening.  I  think  it 
would  be  very  agreeable  to  make  a  little  walk 
m  the  Kastanienwald." 

^^  "I    don't  know,"   she   answered  doubtfully. 
"  I  never  go  far  away— now." 

''But    we    will    not   go  far   away.       Lie/>e 
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Frau,   to-morrow    I    depart.       Will   you   no 
give  me  the  last  favour  I  ask  of  you  ? " 

She  could  not  be  so  ungracious  as  to  refust 
He  might  think  that  she  did  not  trust  hin 
She  did  trust  him,  and  she  wished  to  sho) 
him  that  she  did. 

"I  will  come,"  she  said.  "One  minute 
I  must  tell  Leopoldina  where  I  have  gone, 
and  she  left  him. 

Rudolf  gave  a,  deep  sigh.  "I  find  it  ver 
difficult  to  be  good,"  he  murmured,  and  hi 
hand  went  to  the  breast  of  his  tunic,  feelin 
for  something  which  lay  hidden  there. 

When  Rose  appeared  again   she  carried 
sunshade  in  her  hand,  but  she  had  not  put  o 
a  hat.     It  had  been  a  scorching  hot  day,  an 
a  faint  breeze  had  come  up  with  the  lengthenin 
shadows. 

'•  I  don't  really  want  any  shade,"  she  saic 
"The  sun  will  have  gone  down  in  a  fe^ 
minutes." 

Rudolf  agreed  with  her  politely.  He  walke 
alongside,  but  not  very  near,  and  he  mad 
conversation.  She  wished  he  would  be  h 
own  natural  self.  Perhaps  it  was  only  h 
anxiety  to  show  her  respect  that  made  hii 
behave  so  oddly;  and  thinking  this  she  re 
doubled  her  efforts  to  be  kind. 
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When  they  came  to  the  Kastanienwald  they 
walked  on  as  far  as  the  Shrine  which  she 
had  been  accustomed  to  pass  so  often  in  her 
evening  rambles.  Beyond  it  was  a  wooden 
bench  propped  against  the  stem  of  a  giant 
chestnut  tree,  and  Rudolf  suggested  that  they 
should  sit  down.  The  turf  about  their  feet 
sent  out  a  delicious  aromatic  perfume ;  it  was 
powdered  with  tiny  white  flowers,  which  were 
softly  closing  their  petals  for  the  night.  The 
forest  was  very  still,  and  between  the  gnarled 
old  branches  of  the  trees  could  be  seen  glimpses 
of  the  valley  below,  meadows  heaped  with  long 
lines  of  new  mown  hay  and  orchards  bathed 
in  the  mellow  light  of  the  setting  sun. 

"It  is  most  beautiful — most  poeiique"  said 
Rudolf;  and  then  he  began  to  talk  about 
squirrels ! 

A  squirrel  had  run  along  a  bough  of  the 
tree  under  which  they  were  sitting.  It  skipped 
from  branch  to  branch,  and  then  sat  peeping 
down  at  them,  a  little  brown  splash  of  colour 
amongst  the  green. 

"  Do  you  see  him } "  he  whispered.  "  I  will 
catch  him." 

Rose  shook  her  head. 

"  No,"  she  whispered  back.  "  There !  He 
has  gone  already." 
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Rudolf  held  up  his  finger. 

"  Do  not  move.  Do  not  turn  your  head.  1 
will  show  you  that  I  catch  him."  And  treading 
cautiously  he  crept  round  to  the  back  of  the  tree 

His  feet  sank  into  the  mossy  turf  and  mad( 
no  sound.  She  waited  for  a  few  minutes,  an( 
then  called  softly : 

'•  Have  you  caught  him  ?  " 

No  answer  came  back,  and  she  called  again 
but  still  there  was  silence.  She  heard  a  rustlinj 
in  the  leaves  overhead,  and  the  squirrel  poppei 
out  again.  The  whole  of  his  brown  body  wa 
visible ;  no  one  was  attempting,  to  catch  hinr 
and  he  knew  it. 

Rose  stretched  round  until  she  could  se 
quite  behind  the  tree  stem.  Rudolf  ha 
vanished. 

She  got  up  and  walked  this  way  and  tha 
thinking  he  might  be  hiding  behind  some  c 
the  other  trees,  until  she  found  herself  at  th 
entrance  to  the  Shrine.  She  looked  inside  an 
stood  in  the  archway  for  a  few  minutes  lister 
ing,  but  there  was  neither  sight  nor  sound  ( 
him.  The  forest  seemed  quieter  th?»n  ever :  th 
leaves  hung  motionless  in  the  stili  air :  ever) 
where  there  breathed  out  a  languorous,  drows 
sweetness;  Nature's  last  sigh  for  the  passin 
of  another  day. 
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She  lingered  ;  the  peace  and  fragrance  held 
her.  For  a  whole  week  she  had  hardly  been 
beyond  the  limits  of  the  verandah,  and  here 
it  was  so  cool  and  quiet ;  a  little  mysterious 
where  the  long  green  glades  melted  into  the 
grey  distance. 

She  had  almost  forgotten  Rudolf.  A  church 
bell  striking  the  hour  roused  her ;  it  was  later 
than  she  thought,  and  she  must  go  back.  She 
could  not  understand  Rudolf  at  all,  for  it  did  not 
seem  to  her  a  very  appropriate  time  to  play  hide 
and  seek.  It  showed  what  a  boy  he  was  to  do 
such  a  thing,  and  she  felt  she  ought  to  be  glad, 
but  was  conscious  of  disappointment.  Perhaps 
he  would  take  her  by  surprise  on  her  way 
back.  Then  she  remembered  that  she  had 
left  her  sunshade  lying  on  the  bench,  and  she 
retraced  her  steps. 

The  sunshade  was  not  where  she  had  left 
It.  It  was  standing  upright,  with  the  point 
stuck  into  the  ground,  and  something  small 
and  white  rested  on  the  handle.  It  was  just 
as  though  a  white  bird  had  fluttered  down 
from  a  branch  and  lighted  there.  She 
touched  the  thing  curiously.  It  fell  on  the 
carpet  of  moss  amongst  the  sleepy  flowers, 
and  she  saw  what  it  was.  It  was  her  own 
handkerchief:    the   little    white    swan    which 
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Rudolf  had  made  for  his  Lohengrin  the  day 
of  the  picnic. 

How  young  he  was,  she  thought  again,  and 
smiled.  He  was  probably  watching  her,  and 
in  another  minute  she  would  hear  his  boyish 
laugh  and  see  him  spring  out  from  some 
hiding-place. 

Then   she  saw  that  a  scrap  of  paper  was 
twisted  into  one  of  the  folds  of  the  handker- 
chief.    She  took  it  out  and  opened  it.     One 
word  was  written  across  it : 
"  Good-bye." 

A  lump  rose  in  her  throat ;  it  was  not  a  joke 
at  all.  It  was  something  infinitely  pathetic 
something  which  stabbed  her  and  hurt  her  anc 
made  her  heart  ache  for  Rudolf.  She  under 
stood  what  he  meant  as  clearly  as  though  h( 
had  told  her. 

"Good-bye."  That  was  why  he  had  no 
echoed  her  '' Auf  Wiedersehenr  She  ha( 
wondered  at  the  time.  There  was  to  be  m 
"Till  we  meet  again."  He  meant  it  to  b 
"Good-bye."  He  wanted  to  try  and  forge 
her,  and  to  make  his  forgetting  complete  h 
had  given  her  back  the  little  white  swan— hi 
gage  d amour,  he  had  laughingly  called  it. 

The   scene    in   the    restaurant   on   the  da 
of  the  picnic   came   back  to  her.     The  lev 
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panelled  room  and  the  applauding  crowd,  gaily 
indifferent  to  the  crash  of  the  thunder  and 
the  lightning's  glare.  She  could  see  him  now 
standing  up  in  that  absurd  old  tub,  with  the 
wine-cooler  on  his  head  and  the  sheet  thrown 
over  his  shoulders,  singing  his  impromptu 
recitative  of  nonsense.  She  had  forgotten 
about  the  handkerchief,  but  he  had  treasured 
it.  The  folds  were  tightly  pressed.  It  had 
lain  inside  the  breast  of  Rudolfs  tunic  ever 
since  the  day  it  had  come  into  his  possession. 

Poor  little  swan !  She  touched  it  tenderly 
and  the  tears  brimmed  up  to  her  eyes.  They 
blurred  her  sight,  and  she  did  not  see  that 
some  one  was  coming  down  the  woodland  path, 
and  she  sat  so  still  that  Myles  was  quite  close 
to  her  before  he  was  conscious  of  her  nearness. 
The  light  under  the  tree  was  shadowy,  but  the 
white  of  her  gown  against  the  stem  revealed 
her.  He  saw  her  put  r  >  her  hand  and  draw 
it  across  her  eyes.  Son.  thing  glistened.  He 
was  so  near  he  could  see  that,  and  instead  of 
passing  on,  he  hesitated.  The  fraction  of  a 
moment  did  it,  because  she  looked  up  and 
saw  him. 

He  did  not  know  what  to  expect.  Some 
kind  of  recognition,  for  he  did  not  think 
she    would   ignore    him    entirely.      His    first 
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intention  had  been  to  pass  on,  and  not  give 
her  the  pain  of  having  to  recognise  him ;  his 
second  was  a  more  selfish  one.  He  must 
know  what  her  feeling  was  towards  him,  so 
he  stood  still  and  waited. 

He  saw  her  leave  the  bench  and  come  across 
the  grass  towards  him.  The  blood  rushed  up 
to  his  head  and  everything  seemed  to  spin 
round  and  then  stand  still  with  a  jerk.  He 
saw  nothing  but  her  face.  The  background 
was  a  blank  from  which  it  stood  out  very 
white,  and  her  eyes  looked  big  and  dark  and 
frightened. 

Rose  did  not  know  herself  what  she  was 
going  to  do  ;  she  had  not  given  herself  time 
to  think.  She  was  standing  in  front  of  him 
before  she  realised  where  she  was.  He  had 
looked  as  though  he  were  going  to  pass  on, 
and  she  could  not  let  him  do  that.  She  must 
speak  to  him.  She  must  tell  him  that  she 
knew  what  he  had  done,  and  that  she  knew 
about  Vilma. 

Her  extreme  nervousness  was  very  apparent, 
and  Myles  did  not  help  her.  That  tell-tale 
colour,  which  had  such  a  maddening  trick  of 
coming  and  going  in  her  cheeks,  was  playing 
havoc  with  his  self-control.  When  she  looked 
like   that,  and   her  eyes  grew   big  and   dark 
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like  a  frightened  child's,  he  was  conscious  of 
nothing  but  an  overpowering  desire  to  take 
her  in  his  arms. 

She  was  speaking,  but  in  her  nervousness 
she  did  not  make  her  meaning  plain.  He  did 
not  understand  at  first ;  then  the  truth  flashed 
upon  him.  She  had  found  him  out.  Of  course 
he  had  always  known  that  she  would.  It  was 
only  a  question  of  time.     What  would  she  do  ? 

He  did  not  realise  how  difficult  it  was  for 
her  to  speak,  and  when  she  stopped  because 
she  could  not  trust  her  voice  further,  he  mis- 
understood.    He  said  rather  lamely: 

"  I  knew  you  would  be  angry." 

"  Angry  ?  "  She  was  explaining  very  badly. 
She  must  make  him  understand.  The  words 
came  out  spasmodically,  and  to  her  own  ears 
they  sounded  miserably  stiff.  "  You  have 
laid  me  under  a  great  debt  of  gratitude. 
You  have  been  very  kind.  I  wished  to 
thank  you.  You  wanted  to  help  me,  but — 
but  —  I  cannot  accept — Oh  !  don't  you  see 
the  impossibility  of  it?" 

He  was  beginning  to  understand. 

"  No,  I  don't  see  the  impossibility.  It  was 
quite  right  for  me  to  do  what  I  did.  I  was 
to  blame.     It  was  my  fault." 

"  It  was  not  your  fault." 
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"  But  it  was.     Don't  you  remember?     I  tol 
you  I  was  to  blame." 

He  was  groping  in  the  dark,  still  uncerta 
how  much  she  knew. 

"  Don't  pretend,"  she  exclaimed  vehementl 
••  It  has  been  all  pretence  and  hiding  and  kee 
ing  things  from  me.  Why  have  you  all  treat( 
me  as  if  I  were  a  child  ?  Please  don't  do  it  ai 
more.  Did  you  think  that  I  could  not  bear 
be  told  the  truth  ?  Would  you  have  let  r 
believe  a  lie  about  you  always?" 

He  had  nothing  to  say. 

She  shuddered  and  shut  her  eyes,  as  thou] 
she  would  blot  out  some  horrid  vision. 

"Can  that  woman  ever  be  forgiven  i 
such  cruelty  ?  —  and  to  a  little  child,"  s 
murmured. 

Hl  could  not  trust  himself  to  speak  of  Viln 
She  saw  that  he  could  not  when  she  look 

up  at  him. 

"You  saved  him.     I  am  very  grateful,"  s 

said. 

"  And  )     —you  will  not  take  anything  fn 

me?" 

He  had  not  intended  to  answer  harsh 
The  moment  the  words  were  spoken  he  v 
sorry. 

Her  lip  trembled. 
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"  It  is  the  kind  of  pride  a  woman  must  have. 
She  can't — accept  things." 

"  That  old  bit  of  conventionalism  ?  Can't  we 
rise  above  it  ?  You — and  I  ? "  His  voice 
changed  on  the  last  words.  Passion,  and  an 
infinite  tenderness,  vibrated  in  its  deep  tone. 

"  You — and  I That  night  when  you  came 

back,  what  answer  were  you  going  to  give  me?" 

She  looked  at  him  for  a  moment,  and  then 
her  eyes  fell. 

"  Hi.d  you  made  up  your  mind  what  you 
were  going  to  say  ?  " 

He  thought  she  was  never  going  to  answer. 

"  Yes,"  she  murmured  at  last. 

"  Was  it  the  answer  I  was  waiting  for  ?  " 

She  did  not  speak,  but  she  did  not  draw 
away  from  him.  He  knew  she  was  his.  He 
felt  it  pulsing  through  every  vein. 

He  laid  his  hands  on  her  shoulders  and  she 
quivered  under  his  touch. 

"Rose.  Look  at  me — tell  me?  Do  you 
love  me  ?  " 

She  swayed  a  little.  Her  hand  went  out 
with  a  fluttering  movement.  It  touched  the 
breast  of  his  coat. 

"You  do  not  want  an  answer.  You — you 
know." 

At  last  I 
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He  caught  her  in  his  arms.  They  were  ik 
light  kisses  that  rained  on  her  lips  and  eyes  ar 
brow.  But  he  did  not  know  what  he  wj 
doing— only — that  she  was  his. 

With  a  tremulous  laugh  she  put  up  her  har 
to  smooth  her  ruffled  hair  and  held  him  fro 
her. 

He  tried  to  draw  her  back,  but  she  resisted 

*'  Be  a  little  kind  to  me,"  he  pleaded.  "  ^^ 
gone  through  such  a  bad  time.  I  thought 
had  lost  you." 

A  troubled  expression  crossed  her  fac 
The  lover  in  him  resented  it. 

"Why  do  you  look  like  that?"  he  sai< 
"  What  does  it  mean  ?  " 

"  It  means "    She  hesitated.     "It  mear 

that  I  still  feel  the  same  about  what  you  ca 
my  pride.  About — about  all  these  things  yc 
have  done  for  me." 

He  laughed. 

"  I  gave  all  the  orders  in  your  name,"  he  sai( 

"  How  ?  How  could  you  give  orders  in  m 
name  ? " 

He  touched  a  little  curl  of  hair  which  clun 
to  the  rim  of  her  ear,  and  it  twisted  round  h 
finger. 

"  My  dear,"  he  said  tenderly,  "  let  us  tal 
this  out  once  for  all,  and  never  soeak  of 
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again.  We  will  go  back.  Before  I  left 
England  to  come  out  here  I  went  to  see  old 
Mr  Trevor's  lawyers.  I  told  them  everything, 
and  I  left  instructions  with  them  as  to  what 
they  were  to  do  to  insure  the  boy's  rights  being 
legalised  as  soon  as  they  heard  from  me  that 
I  had  found  him. 

"  I  wrote  to  them  from  Waldhof.  It  was  the 
day  after  the  picnic.  Do  you  remember  we 
talked  on  the  way  up  ?  I  wanted  to  get  the 
business  settled  and  they  seemed  very  slow,  so 
when  you  were  at  Cortina  I  telegraphed  to 
them.  They  answered,  and  I  had  to  wire  final 
instructions.  It  was  important,  and  I  went 
down  to  the  office  myself  to  send  the  wire." 

She  glanced  up. 

••  You  went  with  the  Seybells  ? " 

"Yes." 

She  blushed  hotly. 

"  I  hated  your  going  with  them." 

"  Did  you  ?  " 

The  little  curl  twisted  tighter  round  his  finger. 

"  But  still  I  dot- 1  understand,"  she  said. 

"  Have  I  not  made  it  clear  ?  You  have  only 
been  spending  on  the  boy  what  was  his  own. 
It  has  all  been  made  over  to  him.  Now,  do 
you  understand?" 

She  looked  at  him  long  and  questioningly. 
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"  I  said  I  would  never  take  that  old  mar 
money." 

He   put   his  arm  round   her  and  drew   h 
down  on  the  old  wooden  bench. 

"  Do  you  think  you  have  the  right  to  ke( 
the  boy  out  of  it  ? " 

She  sat  with  downcast  eyes,  still  troubled. 

"It  comes  to  him  from  you  —  now.^  N 
from  that  old  man  ? " 

'•  Does  that  make  it  easier  ?" 

"Yes." 

A  woman's  logic,  but  he  loved  her  for  it. 

They  sat  for  a  long  time  under  the  chestn 
tree.  The  little  brown  squirrel  in  the  branch 
overhead  watched,  and  perhaps  listened;  t 
he  could  not  have  heard  very  much,  for  the 
is  a  stage  of  happiness  when  words  count  I 
nothing. 

The  dusk  of  the  summer  night  fell  soft 
The  silent  sweetness  of  the  forest  encircl 
them. 

"  It  is  late  ;  I  must  not  stay."    Rose  had  si 
that  many  times,  and  he  had  always  answere 
"  I  cannot  let  you  go.     Nothing  will  ever 
quite  the  same  as  this  again." 

When  she  would  no  longer  be  persuad 
he  rose  reluctantly.  Something  fell  from  1 
lap  to  the  ground. 
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"Your  handkerchief,"  he  said,  and,  stooping, 
picked  it  up  and  gave  it  to  her. 

Poor  little  white  swan !  She  had  twisted  it 
round  and  round  in  her  fingers,  not  knowing 
what  she  did.  She  had  been  so  happy  that 
she  had  forgotten  all  about  it,  and  she  had  for- 
gotten  Rudolf.     She  felt  pitiful  and  remorseful. 

"  Why  do  you  sigh  like  that  ?  "  he  asked. 

Her  f  "ers  closed  over  the  handkerchief. 

"Why.     he  repeated. 

"It  was  an  accident  our  meeting  in  the  wood 
jast  row  ?    Only  chance,  wasn't  it  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Ahnost  too  good  for  chance,"  he  answered. 

'*  But  you  did  not  expect  to  meet  me  ?  You 
did  not  know  I  was  here  ?  " 

"No;  I  had  not  the  Uvi^:'.  iJri  I  was  going 
to  meet  you." 

She  drew  a  little  i.  :u"v 
the  faint    light   he   rcuii    ;. 
were   shining  as   if  throu.i 
her  hand  on  his  shoulder  j 
against  it. 

He  did  not  move.  She  was  so  chary  of  her 
caresses  that  he  was  afraid  of  frightening  the 
sweetness  of  her  mood. 

"What  is  it?  "he  asked. 

She  did  not  answer  for  a  moment ;  then  she 
said  slowly : 
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"  I  don't  think  it  was  an  accident.     I  thir 
it  was  meant." 

"Who  meant  it?" 

She  slipped  her  hand  a  little   higher, 
touched  his  cheek. 

He  bent  and  kissed  her. 

"Some  day  perhaps  I  will  tell  you." 


FINIS. 
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